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Another  Success 
Story 

MARY  loved  to  give  those 
charming  little  dinners  and 
suppers.  She  did.  The  guests 
came  and  went.  Later  they  made 
the  most  original  excuses  for  not 
playing  return  engagements. 

The  fact  was,  Mary's  cooking 
left  much  to  be  desired. 

Then  she  discovered  Moonlight 
Mellos! 

Now  her  cakes,  pies  and  salads 
are  as  the  storied  nectar  of  the 
gods. 

Friends  clamor  for  invitations. 
Mary  has  decided  that  Moonlight 
Mellos  have  "IT". 

You,  too,  may  delight  jaded 
palates  with  new  and  joyous  sur- 
prises by  using  Patterson's  Moon- 
light Mellos— The  Fluffy  Marsh- 
mallows  that  Melt  in  Your  Mouth. 

Half-pound  tins  with  Jean  Bro- 
die's  recipe  book  in  every  tin  are 
only  25c.  You  owe  it  to  yourself 
to  get  acquainted  with  Moonlight 
Mellos  to-day.  And  be  sure  they 
are  Moonlight  Mellos. 

Made  only  by 

JpattaSJs  tforoifo 


MOONLIGHT 
MELLOS 


At  most  good 
grocers,  drug 
stores  and 
confectioners 


This  delicious  Moonlight  Mello 
Fruit  Salad  is  made  with: 

4  Slices  Pineapple 
12  Walnuts 
1    Cup    Moonlight 
Marshmallows 
(cut  in  fours) 
Mix    fruit    and    whipped   cream    or 
fruit   salad   dressing.     Serve    on   crisp 
lettuce    leaves.         When    served    with 
whipped  cream  use  Sherbet  glasses. 
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Do  you  sometimes  put  on  pants? 


Do  you  sometimes  go  out  into  civilized  society  ?  Are  you 
included — even  by  mistake — at  luncheons,  dinners,  teas? 
Then,  what  do  you  know  about  the  other  fellow's  game? 
You  can't  discuss  the  discus  throw  with  dowagers.  You 
can't  sock  debutantes  in  the  jaw.  Intelligent  men  and 
women  talk  of  art,  the  theatre,  dancing,  the  latest  world 
idea . . .  and  not  even  an  arrowy  dive  into  the  green  turtle 
soup  can  save  you  from  the  consequences  of  not  know- 
ing what  it's  all  about.   Bores  aren't  asked  a  second  time ! 

Don't  be  muscle-bound  above  the  ears! 


©  Vanity  Fair. 


The  world  can't  bother  with  people  who  never 
let  more  than  one  idea  dawn  above  their  hori- 
zon— one  sport,  one  art,  one  line  of  repartee. 

It  won't  recognize  you  unless  you  can  hold  up 
your  end  when  the  talk  veers  to  the  charm- 
ing, sophisticated  interests  of  modern  life. 


And  yet  the  secret  of  social  success  is  so  easy — 
so  simple — so  inexpensive.  All  you  need  to  do  is 
tear  off  that  coupon  and  spend  two  dollars  for 
the  one  magazine  that  will  keep  you  in  touch 
with  every  new  movement  of  modern  life. 

Get  a  running  start !   Sign  the  coupon  now  f 


Special  Offer! 

10 

issues  of 

VANITY  FAIR 

for 

$2.°° 


VANITY  FAIR, 
Greenwich,  Conn. 

Enclosed  find  $2  for  ten  issues  of  Vanity 
Fair.  Just  watch  me  crash  the  velvet  ropes 
in  nothing  flat. 


Name 


Address 
City 


nada.      Copyright  registered  1928.     Subscription  $3.00  per  year  in  advance  to  any  address  in  Canada   and  the  U.S.A.; 
ipts  and  drawings  can   be  returneo   only   when   sufficient   postage   is  enclosed.      The  editor  reserves  the  right  to  make 


Published  monthly  by  Goblins,  Limited.  86  East  Adelaide  St.  Toronto  2.  C 

t)  Great  Britain.  $3.30  a  year;  to  foreign  countries.  $3.75  a  year.      Manuscripts  and  drawings  can   be  returneo   only 

alterations  as  he  sees  fit  in  all  manuscripts  submitted.     JOSEPH  EASTON  McDOUGALL.  Managing  Editor.       VOLUME  VIII— NUMBER    II.       JULY.    1928 
la     New  York,  Hevey  &  Durkec,  15  West  44th  Street.     Chicago,  Powers  &  Stone  Inc.,  861  First  National  Bank  Bldg. 


25c  a  copy — $3.00  a  year. 


Goblin 


Morley  Callaghan 

follow 

his 

Work 

in 

the 

JULY 

SCRIBNER'S 


I 


Ji  Canadian  bids 
fair  to  be  the  literary 
sensation  of  28 


THE  young  Toronto  writer,  MORLEY  CALLA- 
GHAN, has  two  stories — A  Regret  for  Youth 
— A  Predicament — in  the  New  Scribner's  Magazine 
for  July.  He  comes  with  a  rush  into  the  literary 
field.  These  two  stories  will  be  followed  by  another, 
"Soldier  Harmon,"  in  the  August  Fiction  Number  of 
the  New  Scribner's  Magazine.  His  novel  will  appear 
this  fall.  The  last  time  Scribner's  Magazine  pub- 
lished two  stories  by  the  same  author  in  one  number 
the  author  was  Ernest  Hemingway.  Those  who 
know  Mr.  Callaghan's  work  are  excited  about  it. 
His  strength,  individuality  and  versatility  will 
make  him  one  of  the  figures  to  be  reckoned  with  in 
the  coming  publishing  season.  He  will  be  the  most 
discussed  writer  of  the  year.  Read  his  stories  in 
the  July  number.  The  New  Scribner's  is  attracting 
thousands  of  new  readers  every  month. 
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Don  Marquis 

Conrad  Aiken 
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Scribner's,  597  5th  Ave.,  New  York 

Enclosed  $1.00 — send   July,  August,  Septem- 
ber, October  New  Scribner's. 
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It  Won't  Be  Long  Now 


f;OOD  EVENING,  folks.  This 
VJ  is  Radio  Station  WOW  broad- 
casting. The  correct  time  is  now 
7.01  p.m.  and  the  first  show  is 
about  to  go  on  at  The  Amusu 
Picture  Palace.  Canadian  Pacific 
train  number  four  is  reported  ten 
minutes  late  and  the  Highway 
Bureau  warns  of  a  bad  detour 
two  miles  this  side  of  Smith's 
Falls.  It  is  sixty  degrees  Fahren- 
heit in  front  of  Jenkin's  pharmacy 
and  sixty-two  degrees  in  front  of 
the  curb  by  the  Bon  Ton  store. 
Parking    space    for    two    cars    is 


ARTHUR    L.    LIPPMANN. 

available  by  the  Mansion  House. 
Weather  report  for  to-morrow  is 
light  showers,  and  rising  market 
for  hogs  is  anticipated.  Clem 
Hopkins  of  South  Walnut  Street 
is  confined  to  his  house  with  a 
quincy  sore  throat  and  Mrs. 
Brown's  cat  has  just  had  a  litter 
of  four  kittens.  The  speed  limit 
on  the  provincial  highways  has 
been  reduced  to  twenty-five  miles 
an  hour  and  the  Gotta  Trust 
Company  has  announced  it  will 
pay  four  per  cent,  on  deposits.  .  .  . 
"The  six  o'clock  bus  for  Jenkins- 


town  will  leave  at  seven  to-morrow 
morning  and  the  four  o'clock  bus 
will  leave  at  five.  Wind  velocity 
on  Hamilton  Mountain  is  thirty 
miles  an  hour  and  mariners  should 
look  for  storms  off  Newfoundland. 
Through  the  courtesy  of  the  Pluvi- 
us  Raincoat  Company  we  beg  to 
announce  that  light  showers  are 
falling  and  if  you're  going  out 
you'd  better  put  on  your  rubbers. 
We  will  now  hear  the  Abernathy 
Abattoir  Trio  in  a  merry  pro- 
gramme of  Slaughter  House  Bal- 
lads.    Please  stand  by." 


HARDBOILED  DETECTIVE  (ON  GUARD  AT  SCENE  OF  TRAGEDY):  "I  TELL  YOU.  YOU  CANT  COME  IN  HERE.' 
CUB:  "BUT  I'M  A  REPORTER.     I'VE  BEEN  SENT  TO  "DO--  THE  MURDER." 
COP:  "YOU'RE  TOO  LATE.  SONNY:  THIS  MURDER'S  BEEN  DONE." 
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OLD  LADY:  "WHY  DO  YOU  GO  AROUND  BEGGING  INSTEAD  OF  WORKING?" 

TRAMP    WITH  COMMENDABLE  CANDOUR):  "I'LL  TELL  YER  THE  TRUTH.  LIDY.  I  BEGS  TER  GIT  MONEY  FER  DRINK." 

OLD  LADY:  "BUT  WHY  DO  YOU  DRINK  THE  STUFF?" 

TRAMP:    TER  GIT  UP  ME  COURAGE  TER  GO  AROUND  AN'  BEG.  MUM." 


JDOTH  the  Chinese  armies  were 
reported  as  "presenting  a  rag- 
ged front,"  which  is  not  surprising, 
says  the  man  who  has  just  counted 
his    dress    shirts,     home    from     the 

laundry. 

p  *        *        * 

AGITATION  is  growing  in  favor 
of  a  fixed  Easter.       The   sus- 
picion of  a   "fixed"   Father's   Day, 
Mother's  Day,  etc.,  has  long  existed. 

*  *        * 

A  survey  conducted  by  the  Massa- 
chusetts Safety  Commission  re- 
veals that  careful  motorists  cause 
more  traffic  accidents  than  the  reck- 
less and  drunken  drivers  combined. 
Oh,  yeah?  And  black  horses  cat 
more  than  white  horses. 

*  *        * 

IN  England  two  people  fell  through 
a  skylight,  from  which  vantage 
point  they  were  watching  the  progress 
of  a  ball  below.  It  is  not  expected, 
however,  that  this  method  of  crashing 
a  party  will  become  popular. 


A  bride  and  groom  are  reported  to 
be  spending  their  honeymoon  in 
Boston  handcuffed  together.  We  are 
surprised  to  learn  that  fear  of  insid- 
ious companionate  marriage  propa- 
ganda has  necessitated  such  Spartan 
measures. 

A  certain  large  moth  is  said  to  be 
worth  $2,500.  It  is  obvious  to 
anyone  who  has  recently  taken  out 
his  last  year's  bathing  suit  that  prices 
in  the  moth  market  cannot  be  gov- 
erned by  the  law  of  supply  and 
demand. 

AN  English  woman  going  explor- 
ing in  Central  Africa  announ- 
ces that  she  will  wear  evening  dress 
for  dinner  in  the  jungle.  Protests 
from  outraged  native  morality  socie- 
ties are  expected. 

(GRAZED  by  his  victory  over  the 

Tyrolean    yodellcrs,    Mussolini 

has  decreed  the  abolition  of  the  house- 


fly. Maybe  we  could  borrow  him  for 
a  few  minutes  next  Thursday  to 
settle  our  waterways  problem. 

to  *      *      * 

AN  Italian  heavyweight  boxer  is 
said  to  be  an  expert  on  Shakes- 
peare, Pluto,  Herodotus,  Homer, 
Psychology,  Painting,  Music  and 
Mathematics.  Which  indicates  to 
what  mad  lengths  of  rigorous  train- 
ing heavyweight  contenders  are  going. 

*  *        # 

"  A  woman's  work  is  never  done," 
says  the  wife  of  Britain's 
Prime  Minister.  A  prediction  is 
expected  hourly  from  Mr.  Lloyd 
George  to  the  effect  that  the  defeat  of 
the  government  is  assured  by  this  rash 

statement. 

*  *        * 

ACCORDING  to  a  conservative 
estimate  there  have  been  two 
hundred  and  thirty-six  killings  by 
prohibition  officers  in  the  U.S.  Curi- 
ously enough  the  casualty  list  does  not 
contain  the  name  of  John  Barleycorn. 
JOHN  CASLON. 
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"Hortense!  Hortense — how  can  you  giggle  at  a  moment  like  this}" 


coming 
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bout, 
when 


France     when 


War  in  the  Future 

JAPAN  to  fight  Russia.      Signs  contract    for    sixty 
per  cent,  of  the  gate.      War  to  be  held    in    Siberia. 

Fight  in  doubt.  New  York  State  War  Com- 
mission may  enjoin  bout.  Claim  Russia  has  prior 
engagement  to   fight   France. 

Russia  going  into  training  for 
Mentions  preference  for  works  of 
interviewed. 

Fight  off  between  Russia  and 
promoters  fail  to  satisfy  France's  demands. 

Rumor  that  Russia  may  take  on  Bolivia,  fight  to 
be  held  in  South  America.      Referee  in  doubt. 

Bout  postponed  as  operation  on  Russia  looms. 
Russia  denies  alleged  poor  condition. 

Elimination  wars  continue.  U.S.A.  K.O's.  China 
in  the  third  month  before  record-breaking  gate. 

America  looms  as  challenger  to  Russia. 

Investigation  follows  Rumania-Turkey  bout. 
Turkey  laid  down.  New  York  State  War 
mission  incensed. 

Heavyweight  battle  indefinitely  postponed, 
of  Russia  retiring. 

— RAY    WEST 


Hint 
Corn- 
Talk 


Newlyweds  After  Breakfast  (and  Train- 
time)  Pledge 

DY  yon  fair  garbage  cans  that  hedge 

Our  little  home  around,  I  pledge 
Eternal  love  as  pure  and  bright's 
The  million  incandescent  lights 
That  nightly  gleam  above  our  stoop 
And  knock  night's  darkness  for  a  loop. 

By  these,  our  mortgage  and  our  car 
And  all  our  debts  that  were  and  are, 
By  commutation  ticket,  too, 
I  pledge  my  boundless  love  for  you; 
And  by  the  trains  I'm  sure  to  miss 
Unless  we  speed  this  parting  kiss. 

By  bringing  home  the  bacon,  sweet, 
The  lamb  chops  and  the  shredded  wheat, 
By  all  the  million  different  things 
A  suburb  dweller  homeward  brings — 
By  golly,  dear,  I've  got  to  rush. 
By  all  that's  holy,  cut  this  mush! 

CARROLL    CARROLL. 


Concerning  the  Always  Interesting  Problem  of  Costumes 


THE  "matter  of  hats, 

The  matter  of  spats, 
Of  garters  and  kerchiefs 
Umbrellas,  cravats 
Has  made  me  most  drear 
For  many  a  year 
I  hate  like  the  devil 
To  bother  with  gear; 
To  change  it, 
Arrange  it, 
To^shed  it  or  don  it, 
To      squander      my      hard-earned 
pesetas  upon  it: 


BY  EDWIN  RUTT 

If  I  had  my  way  I'd  spurn  Fash- 
ion's embraces 

And  have  just  one  outfit  for  all 
times  and  places. 

The  heathen  Chinee 
I'm  coming  to  see 
Is  brighter  by  far 
Than  a  fellow  like  me. 
He  wears  his  pajams 
On  streets  or  in  trams, 
And  gives  not  the  smallest 
Of  tinkerish  dams 
What  I  think, 
What  you  think 
He  regally  cares  not 


And  more  than  one  costume  you'll 
find  that  he  wears  not; 

In  wintertime,  summertime, 
autumn  or  Maytime 

Serenly  he  wears  his  nightclothes 
in  the  daytime. 

Unfortunately 

I'm  not  a  Chinee 

And   yet  in   my   breast   hope   has 

risen ; 
This  puzzle  involved 
I've  finally  solved 
I'm  off  to  reside  in  a  prison. 


"Nature  Js  just  grand,  isn't  it,  Winifred? 

"Yes,  I  feel  that  I  should  never  like  to  go  back  to  civilization  again, 
will  you  look' through  Mour  Pack  for  that  other  lipstick-" 


By  the  way, 
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NOISY  NEIGHEORS! 
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The  Commercial  Age 

LADY  who  claims  to 
\      be  at  war  with  the 
^^k    ^\        theory  that  the  edu- 
a^^k  Vi  V_      cational    systems   in 
^^^  Vt         our  schools  lean  too 
-  strongly  to  the  com- 

mercial, recounts  the  following  ex- 
perience. Every  Saturday  after- 
noon it  has  been  her  habit  to  gather 
together  several  of  the  friends  of 
her  small  son  and  daughter  and 
read  to  them.  On  the  day  in 
question  she  was  reading  an  ancient 
East  Indian  legend.  "...  And 
when  the  old  Mogul  knew  that  his 
days  were  numbered,  he  was  na- 
turally anxious  to  find  someone  in 
whom  he  could  trust  to  carry  on 
his  line." 

'Scuse  me,"  put  in  a  little  girl 
of  six,  "but  what  was  his  line?" 

For  Shame! 

^yORSHIPFUL  Brother,  the 
Rev.  F.  Ward-Whate,  priest- 
vicar  of  St.  Albans  Cathedral,  has 
vigorously  shouted  to  the  world 
his  discovery  of  the  great  papist 
plot  to  move  the  Vatican  to 
Quebec,  from  which  point  of  vant- 
age it  is  presumed  His  Holiness 
would  make  over  Canada  into  a 
second  Holy  Roman  State,  and  the 
press  of  the  country  have  come 
down  upon  his  worshipful  neck  in 
a  manner  which  suggests  the  last 
word  in  ingratitude.  The  Cana- 
dian scene  is  notable  for  its  lack  of 
public  clowns  and  the  press  of  the 
nation  is  the  poorer  for  it.  Many 
reading  the  papers  on  the  day  of 
publication  of  the  great  Ward- 
Whate   expose   must    have   looked 


again  at  the  top  of  the  page 
to  make  sure  that  they  had 
not  by  mistake  purchased 
one  of  those  interestingly 
sensational  publications  from 
across  the  line.  The  Ameri- 
cans do  this  sort  of  thing 
better  than  we  do.  By  capit- 
alizing and  encouraging  with 
space  their  dignified  panta- 
loons, they  produce  daily 
reading  matter  which  is  at  least 
consistently  amusing.  It  may 
not  be  magnificent,  but  it  is 
warranted.  The  gifted  T.  L. 
Church,  it  is  true,  has  been  a 
spirited  supporter  of  public  owner- 
ship and  a  redoubtable  champion 
of  the  British  Empire  for  many 
years,  but  there  is  no  reason  why 
he  should  be  accorded  gross  favour- 
itism for  all  time. 

The  Genuine  Article 

IT  may  be  because  of  our  extreme 

youth  that  we  took  the  follow- 
ing occurrence  as  fact.  But  we 
did,  and  here  it  is  and  maybe 
you're  not  so  old  yourself,  anyway. 
It  appears  that  when  a  local  church 
v  as  in  the  course  of  producing  a 
pantomime  under  the  direction  of 
a  fire-eating  and  opinionated  ama- 
teur, a  meek  little  man  was  given 
a  part  which  required  that  he  bray 
like  a  donkey.  We  shall  skim 
lightly  over  the  anxious  days  and 
nights  during  which  he  practised 
braying  at  home  until  finally  he 
considered  that  he  had  perfected  a 
one  hundred  per  cent,  genuine, 
long-eared,  farmyard  bray.  At 
length  the  night  for  the  dress  re- 
hearsal arrived,  and  right  on  the 
dot  the  little  man  gave  what  he 
considered  to  be  a  truly  admirable 
bray.  But  the  wise-guy  director 
was  down  upon  him  like  the  pro- 
verbial load  of  bricks. 

"Look  here,"  he  shouted,  "is 
that  the  best  you  can  do?  What 
kind  of  a  bray  do  you  call  that?" 

"Could  you  do  better?"  asked 
the  little  man,  meekly. 

"Of  course  I  could!"  stormed  the 
director.      "Listen   to   this!"     And 


he  let  out  a  few  roars  that  shook 
the  rafters.  "Isn't  that  better?" 
"Of  course,"  replied  the  little 
man  in  a  very  small  voice,  "that 
is  a  whole  lot  better  then  mine. 
But  then,  you  see,  I  had  to  learn 
to  do  it." 

Are  Columnists  People? 
QOME  years  ago  a  young  news- 
paper man  was  appointed  to 
the  position  of  columnist  in  a  local 
paper.  He  was  a  very  clever 
young  man  indeed,  for  he  read  a 
lot,  he  got  about  a  lot  and  didn't 
give  a  hoot  just  whose  toes  he 
stepped  upon.  He  wrote  a  column 
the  first  day  on  the  job  that  was 
bright  and  original,  if  it  did  per- 
haps say  something  derogatory 
about  life  insurance  salesmen  or 
book  agents,  or  a  departmental 
store,  or  used  the  first  personal 
pronoun  somewhat  liberally.  The 
following  day  the  newspaper  man 
was  summoned  to  the  office  of  the 
owner  of  the  paper,  and  the  owner 
of  the  paper  said  to  the  young  man : 
"I  have  just  been  reading  your 
column.  It's  bright  and  it's  clever 
and  original." 

"Thank  you,  sir,"  said  the  young 
man. 

"But  it  won't  do,"  said  the 
chief.  "This  isn't  New  York  City 
and  it  isn't  London,  England, 
but  it  is  Toronto,  Canada,  and 
if  you  were  a  combination  of 
Heywood  Broun,  F.P.A.,  and  Don 
Marquis  rolled  into  one  we'd  fire 
you.  Go  back  and  try  to  write 
something  that  more  than  a  few 
of  our  readers  can  understand.' 

So  the  young  man  went  into  the 
soap  business,  and  the  City  Editor 
of  the  paper  conducted  the  column 
between  half-past-eight  and  nine 
o'clock  in  the  morning.  And  don't 
forget  it  was  the  City  Editor, 
because  that's  important. 

Three  weeks  later  another  young 
man  fresh  from  college  approached 
one  of  the  reporters  of  the  paper 
and  he  said,  "Clarence,  you're  a 
darn  good  reporter  on  a  very  nice 
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paper  and  I  wouldn't  hurt  your 
feelings  for  arything,  but  your 
so-called  humorous  column  is  what 
is  known  south  of  Bloor  Street  as 
lousy.  It's  this  and  it's  that" 
and  the  other  young  man  went 
on  to  describe  its  many  faults, 
and  ended  up  by  asking  the 
reporter  to  whom  he  should  apply 
for  the  job  of  saving  the  situation 
with  his  own  talents. 

"I  tell  you  what,"  said  the 
reporter,  "you  go  and  see  the 
City  Editor  and  you  tell  him 
just  exactly  what  you  have  told 
me,  and,"  added  the  reporter, 
"he  will  tell  you  just  where  to  go 
about  it." 

So  another  young  man  went 
into  the  soap  business. 

ALL  this  brings  us  to  the 
important  question  of  whether 
or  not  columnists  are  people. 
It  appears  that  in  Canada,  at  any 
rate,  they  are  not.  The  necessity 
of  keeping  in  right  with  the 
advertisers  and  not  offending  any 
of  the  subscribers  and  keeping  the 
level  down  to  that  of  the  little 
collection  of  moronic  notes  and 
comments  commonly  found  at- 
tached to  the  end  of  the  editorial 
columns,,  precludes  the  possibility 
of  individual  effort,  and  reduces 
the  columnist  to  an  output  of 
something  like  the  Lowest  Com- 
mon Multiple  of  editorial  rejected 
ideas  beaten  with  a  sprinkling  of 
horrible  puns  into  a  harmless  if 
stodgy  batter. 

The  one  shining  exception  that 
has  to  date  reached  this  critical 
eye  is  Dick  Harrison,  who  conducts 
"Star-beams"  in  the  Border  Cities 
Star.  If  Harrison  is  dictated  to 
by    his    employers,    it    is    imper- 


ceptible in  his  eminently  successful 
nonsense.  He  picks  his  subjects 
from  among  local  events  and 
personalities  and  elevates  them 
on  a  ladder  of  appealing  absurdity 
beyond  the  local  scene.  He  is 
the  peer  of  his  leading  American 
contemporaries  and  he  is  not 
afraid  to  wield  a  wicked  pair  of 
scissors  when  the  well-known  Hour 
of  Going  to  Press  approaches.  A 
little  more  latitude  on  the  part  of 
our  large  metropolitan  dailies 
might  produce  more  like  him  to 
the  despair  of  the  Income  Tax 
wailers  and  morality  mourners. 

CONSIDERATION  of  the  fore- 
going dicta  leads  us  to  suspect 
that  the  outstanding  difference 
between  the  American  and  Cana- 
dian state  of  mind  lies  in  an  atti- 
tude towards  individualism.  Amer- 
ican tourists  on  their  first  visit  to 
Canada  quickly  overcome  their 
guess  that  they  are  going  to  be 
among  foreigners  in  a  hasty  con- 
clusion that  they  are  among  ladies 
and  gents  of  their  own  mold. 
Both  surmises  are  wrong.  The 
American  for  all  his  enthusiasm 
for  standardization,  his  Booster's 
club  bally hooing,  is  nevertheless 
much  more  of  an  individualist 
than  ourselves.  The  American  is 
a  joiner  in  an  effort  to  hide  his 
individuality,  which  if  expressed 
would  hurt  him  socially  and  in 
business;  the  foreigner  is  suspect. 
The  Canadian  is  anti-individual 
from  a  vague  notion  that  to  be 
otherwise  is  in  bad  taste.  His 
idiosyncracies  are  reserved  by 
nature  for  his  hours  of  silence  and 
lonely  meditation,  and  the  Boosters 
and  Lions  Clubs  of  the  Dominion 
are  as  unnecessary  in  this  regard 
as  a  Back-to-Nature  movement 
among  the  savages  of  darkest 
Africa. 


Horace 

IV/lAYBE  his  name  isn't  Horace, 
but  that's  the  name  we 
tacked  onto  him — not  that  any  one 
would  have  the  affrontery  to  tack 
anything  into  his  imposing  figure  as 
he  reclines  upon  the  greensward, 
the  noblest  of  the  bums  who  grace 
the  St.  James  Cathedral  lawn! 
Something  about  Horace,  however, 
picked  him  out  for  us  as  a  man  who 
was  Made  for  Better  Things,  and 
we  were  not  mistaken.  Of  late 
he  had  been  getting  restive,  the 
newspaper  which  shaded  his  face 
from  the  sun  never  seemed  to  be 
just  right.  He  grew  fidgety.  It 
was  plain  to  see  that  a  tremendous 
metamorphosis  was  imminent,.  And 
sure  enough,  as  we  left  the  office  the 
other  afternoon  we  observed  Hor- 
ace marching  resolutely  away  from 
the  Cathedral  enclosure.  On  his 
face  was  an  expression  of  deter- 
mination, a  veritable  lust  for 
industry.  Our  surmise  was  cor- 
rect. We  followed  him  to  the 
corner  of  Bay  and  Richmond.  It 
was  the  beginning  of  a  new  life 
for  Horace  as  he  pushed  his  way 
into  the  vanguard  of  those  who 
watched   the   excavation. 

The  aftermath  is  disappointing. 
Three  days  later  he  was  back 
again — probably  however,  he  has 
only  returned  for  a  holiday. 

Just  an  Idea 

IT  is  surprising  in  consideration 
of  the  vast  amount  of  verbiage 
which  has  been  lavished  on  the 
subject  of  international  goodwill 
that  the  matter  of  patriotic  holi- 
days has  never  been  discussed.  So 
far  as  we  are  aware,  no  one  has 
approached  The  Honorable  Vin- 
cent Massey  suggesting  that  it 
would  be  a  good  idea  if  the  United 
States,  to  show  their  love  for  us, 
celebrated  the  24th  of  May,  with 
or  without  fireworks.  In  return 
for  this  we  might  at  least  take 
Decoration  Day.  July  4th  and 
Confederation  Day  would  be  a 
nice  pair,  and  so  on  down  the  list. 
The  relief  to  office  workers  through 
the  added  holidays  would  be  im- 
mense. There  are  twelve  major 
public  holidays  in  the  States,  with 
an  additional  forty-three  festive 
occasions    which    are    optional  or 
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local  in  this  or  that  State  or  the 
dependencies.  These  would  make 
welcome  additions  to  those  we 
already  observe.  Then  there  is 
another  nice  thought  in  this  con- 
nection, what  with  rabbis  and 
clergymen  exchanging  pulpits. 
There  are  about  sixteen  Jewish 
holidays.  They  should  not  be 
forgotten.  Naturally  it  would  be 
unpatriotic  for  us  to  enter  such  a 
co-operative  agreement  with  the 
United  States  without  taking 
into  consideration  Old  Mother 
England,  and  in  fact,  the  British 
Empire.  It  is  estimated  (we  just 
estimated  it)  that  if  we  should 
include  in  addition  to  the  above, 
mentioned  all  British  rest  periods- 
and  interest  the  League  of  Nations 
in  the  proposition  to  bring  about 
a  world-wide  observance  of  the 
idea,  the  unemployment  problem 
would  be  solved.  Whereas  the 
principal  feature  in  militant  unem- 
ployment is  a  feeling  of  inferiority, 
through  the  new  regime  everybody 
would  be  on  an  equal  basis, 
permanently  unemployed.  The 
fact  of  there  being  about  twice 
too  many  holidays  for  the  year 
could  be  overcome  by  the  simple 
procedure  of  not  going  to  bed  at 
night. 

We  Are  No  Cynic 

"LJAVING  become  an  ardent 
member  of  the  trans-oceanic 
Flight-of-the-Month  Club,"  writes 
Basil  Fleck,  "it  grieves  me  to 
observe  in  your  last  issue  of  Goblin 
a  certain  joke,  to  wit:  Mr.  Jones: 
'Here,  look  at  the  paper.  Another 
flyer  has  crossed  the  Atlantic!' 

"Mr.  Smith:  'Yeah?  Say,  who 
won  the  ball  game?' 

"If  you  had  anything  to  do 
with  its  publication,  it  shows  all 
too  clearly  that  you  are  no  longer 
young.  Why,  you  old  fossil,  I'll 
bet  you  don't  even  believe  in 
movie  stars'  salaries  any  more!" 

Basil  Fleck  has  us  all  wrong. 
Actually  we  are  just  gaga  over 
ocean  flights,  and  we  are  willing  to 
match  our  enthusiasm  against  his 
any  day.  Our  excitement  rises  to 
fever  heat  every  time  the  news- 
papers bring  out  a  red  headline  on 
the  subject.  Our  favorite  to  date 
is  the  latest  as  we  go  to  press,  the 


achievement  of  the  plane  Friend- 
ship. Miss  Earhart,  as  every 
school    boy^  knows,     is    the    first 


woman  to  make  the  cross- 
ing, but  it  appears  from 
a  careful  reading  of  the 
accounts  that  she  was  not 
alone.  A  Mr.  Wilmer  Stultz  was 
allowed  to  come  along  and  pilot 
the  plane  nearly  all  the  way  over. 
But  our  real  choice  is  one  Lou 
Gordon,  whom  we  are  reliably 
informed  was  also  on  board.  Mr. 
Lou  Gordon  was  apparently  so 
interested  in  making  the  trans- 
Atlantic  flight  that  he  neglected  to 
hire  a  press  agent.  Such  reckless- 
ness appeals  to  us.  Not  that  we 
are  willing  to  quarrel  with  those 
who  prefer  Mr.  Stultz — from  Miss 
Earhart's  account,  she  spent  most 
of  the  time  in  the  stern  cabin,  and 
when  it  became  too  chilly,  moved 
forward  to  sit  beside  Mr.  Stultz, 
and  as  anybody  who  has  taken  a 
motor  trip  with  even  the  most 
charming  of  gals  as  a  back-seat 
driver  knows,  this  makes  his  per- 
formance nothing  short  of  magni- 
ficent. 

We  are  also  intrigued  by  the 
flight  of  Miss  Boll,  "The  Queen  of 
Diamonds."  Miss  Boll  has  suc- 
cessfully flown  over  the  front  pages 
of  practically  every  newspaper  on 
the  continent,  without  the  ex- 
penditure of  very  much  gasoline 
or  even  the  purchase  of  a  ham 
sandwich.  With  such  success  al- 
ready to  her  credit,  we  are  making 
a  quiet  side  bet  with  the  office  boy 
that  she  will  not  tempt  Fate  by 
going  any  further. 

All  of  which,  of  course,  brings 
nearer  the  day  when  aviation  shall 

be  made  generally  practicable. 

*        *        * 

Veritas  Vos  Liberabit 

Two  gentlemen  sat  behind  us  on 
the  Windsor  train.  Perhaps  it  was 
on  account  of  the  fact  that  they 
talked  rather  loudly,  and  perhaps 


it  was  just  the  artist's  interest 
in  human  nature  that  caused 
us  to  overhear  most  of  their  re- 
marks. The  utmost  brain  cudgling, 
however,  failed  to  satisfy  us  as^to 
their  business.  Suffice  it  to  say 
that  they  were  two  gentlemen 
talking  rather  loudly, dressed  rather 
loudly,    going    home    to   Windsor. 

Said  the  first:  "Say,  Louie,  I 
guess  you  know  Jake  has  been 
telling  a  lot  of  lies  about  you?" 

Replied  the  second:  "I  should 
worry,  so  long  as  he  don't  tell  the 
truth." 

Tragedy 

AT  a  concert  held  recently  in  a 
small  Northern  Ontario  town, 
the  local  wit  was  chosen,  much  to 
his  embarrassment,  as  master  of 
ceremonies.  Still  further  to  his 
embarrassment,  his  wife  insisted 
upon  him  using  his  new  influence 
to  secure  her  a  place  upon  the 
programme.  The  prospect  filled 
him  with  trepidation,  since  the 
exercise  of  this  lady's  vocal  talents 
had  in  the  past  broken  up  many 
a  happy  gathering.  However,  the 
lady  had  her  way  and  was  accorded 
a  place  on  the  platform.  Nothing 
daunted,  the  audience  arrived, 
prepared  to  sit  it  out  in  the  cause 
of  sweet  charity.  The  master  of 
ceremonies  walked  nervously  to 
the  front  of  the  platform,  rehears- 
ing to  himself  a  perfectly  killing 
anecdote  about  a  Scotch  police- 
man. Behind  him  loomed  the 
forbidding  figure  of  his  wife.  There 
was  a  tense  moment.  "Now  stop 
me  if  you've  heard  this  one,"  he  said. 
He  is  reported  to  be  doing  very 
well,  and  expects  to  be  back  at 
work  again  in  a  few  days. 

— JOSEPH  EASTON  MCDOUGALL. 
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My  Home  Beautiful 

"VTES,"  I  was  assured  when  I 
recently  selected  my  little 
home,  sweet  home,  "you  will 
find  'Hunkeydory'  to  be  the  origin- 
al home  beautiful."  I  didn't 
quite  see  the  idea  in  putting  the 
cart  behind  the  horse  in  that 
manner,  but  finally  decided  that 
my  has-been  method  of  locating 
the  adjective  before  the  noun  was 
probably  as  obsolete  as  dodo-hunt- 
ing. Not  wishing  to  remain  a  back 
number,  I  should  like,  dear  reader, 
to  take  you  on  a  mental  tour  of  my 
domicile  and  in  the  most  up-to- 
date  style,  than  which  there  is 
none  up-to-dater,  give  you  the  low- 
down  on  it. — And  allow  you  to 
meet  my  wife?    Why,  of  course! 

Although  I  modestly  refer  to 
it  as  my  cottage  small,  it  is  in 
fact  actual  a  dwelling  dignified, 
and  even  a  view  exterior  seems 
to  suggest  to  the  passerby  observ- 
ant its  hospitality  genuine.  Its 
walls  severe  are  of  stucco  white, 
with  a  supply  abundant  of  win- 
dows, and  its  roof  slated,  of  a 
hue  pleasing  green,  adds  a  deal 
great  to  its  appearance  attractive. 


The  interior  is  equally  pleasing 
to  the  eye  critical  of  the  visitor 
interested.  We  cross  the  verandah 
(of  proportions  commocious)  and 
enter  the  reception  hall  formal, 
with  rooms  living — and  dining — 
opening  from  it,  and  with  a  parlor 
sun — beyond,  providing  a  setting 
ideal  for  a  party  exclusive,  or  even 
for   a   reception    conventional. 

We  then  pass  through  into  the 
room  living, — a  chamber  com- 
fortable with  a  fireplace  enticing, 
which  strikes  a  note  of  comfort 
genuine,  most  pleasing  to  lovers 
all  of  nooks  homey  and  corners 
cosy. 

But  wait — my  wife  dearest  has 
just  entered  the  room  from  her 
kitchen  neat  and  well-kept,  and 
her  eye  eagle  has  immediately 
spotted  our  tracks  muddy.  We 
must  make  more  of  them,  and  beat 
a  retreat  hasty  to  avoid  a  pin 
rolling  or  some  other  such  missile 
dangerous.  You  must  come  back 
again  in  the  future  near,  and  see 
the  remainder  of  my  abode  hum- 
ble.— Some  time  when  my  wife  is 
not  at  home?    Well,  if  you  wish. 

— j.   D.   o'neail. 


Magic  Trick 

She  wears  an  air  of  sweet  authority 
About    her.       With    incomparable 

poise 
She    tells    an    audience    of    half    a 

s:ore 
What  breakfast  food  delights  her, 

what   annoys. 
She  could  not  sleep  last  night.  .  . 

insomnia 
Among     her     ancestors     is     slowly 

traced. 
She  makes  requests.  .  .  her  maga- 
zine is  lost, 
She   left   her   purse   up-stairs,    her 

shoe's  unlaced. 
She    does    not    see    her    husband's 

smothered   yawns, 
Or  hear  the  stifled  sighs  that  round 

her  flow; 
She   was   the   prettiest   of   all    the 

girls 
In  Gananoque  thirty  years  ago. 

DEARING    WARD. 


There  was  a  strawberry  festival  at 
the  Union  church  Thursday  evening 
for  the  benefit  of  the  cemetery. 

— Marion  (Mass.)  Gazette 

Tre  hull  truth! 
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Health-Laughing 


^HL  best  authorities 
having  announced 
\f^WfJ**«i  that  laughter  is  good 
f^MyiX**  medkine,  it  now  be- 
f/^~sf  \k~%  comes  our  duty  to 
decide  what  to  laugh 
at  and  when.  It  is  evident  that 
the  best  cures  cannot  be  secured 
by  laughing  at  the  same  thing 
when  we  have  adenoids  and  when 
we  have  fallen  arches.  That  would 
be  ridiculous.  You  put  a  mustard 
plaster  on  your  chest  when  you 
have  a  cold  but  you  do  not  put  a 
mustard  plaster  on  your  head  when 
you  have  dandruff.  A  mustard 
plaster  on  the  top  of  the  head 
overheats  the  brain,  causing  a 
high  temperature  with  strong  east- 
erly winds  which  issue  from  the 
ears  with  a  whistling  noise,  fol- 
lowed by  rain  or  snow. 

In  our  family,  when  we  have 
adenoids,  we  usually  laugh  at 
Harold  Lloyd  but  when  we  have 
fallen  arches  we  laugh  at  Charlie 
Chaplin. 

The  medical  scientists  are  now 
assigning  the  proper  laugh-sub- 
jects for  the  various  complaints. 
These  will  be  published  in  a  volume 
entitled  "The  Home  Health- 
Laugher."  They  have  already 
reached  L  in  the  list  of  troubles, 
and  for  Liver  Complaint  they 
recommend  the  joke  beginning  "It 
seems  there  were  two  Irishmen 
named  Pat  and  Mike."  For 
Lethargy  we  are  told  to  laugh  at 
anything  mid  -  Victorian  except 
Crocheted  tidies  (antimacassars), 
especially  those  tied  with  blue 
ribbons,  are  reserved  for  those 
suffering  from   Lumbago. 

Professor  Fossick,  Chairman  of 
the  Committee  on  Health-Laugh- 
ing, said  yesterday,  "The  situation 
is  already  becoming  serious  and  I 
fear  the  worst.  We  have  not 
yet  reached  Measles  and  we  have 
used  up  all  the  ordinary  laugh- 
causers  and  we  fear  we  will  run 
entirely  out  of  things  to  laugh  at 
before  we  come  to  Rash,  Ring- 
worm    and     Rickets.       The     Sub- 


BY  ELLIS  PARKER  BUTLER. 

Committee  on  Tests  experimented 
yesterday  on  a  patient  suffering 
from  Mumps,  using  the  jest  "Who 
was  that  lady  I  seen  you  with 
yesterday?'  'That  wasn't  no  lady, 
that  was  my  wife,'  and  hardly  got 
a  smile  from  the  patient.  Not  at 
all  a  hearty  laugh.  Indeed,  so 
far  from  curing  the  Mumps,  the 
patient  immediately  developed 
symptoms  of  Spavin,  Sleeping  Sick- 
ness and   Varicose   Veins. 

"I  fear,"  the  professor  continued, 
"that  we  are  going  to  have  great 
difficulty  in  finding  laugh-subjects 
for  all  the  diseases  from  M  to  Z. 
We  have  used  all  the  things 
people  usually  laugh  at  and  we  are 
now  searching  the  encyclopedia. 
Dr.  Dollick  suggested  yesterday 
that  we  select  the  Pyramid  of 
Cheops  for  people  to  laugh  at 
when  they  have  Nose-bleed.  "Did 
you  ever  hear  of  anyone  laughing 
at  the  Pyramid  of  Cheops?"  I 
asked  him.  "No,"  he  said  frankly. 
"Do  you  think  the  Pyramid  of 
Cheops  is  a   joke?"    I    asked   him. 


"No,"  he   said,   "but  you   can   see 
the  point." 

I  remember  when  my  uncle 
Orestes  had  a  carbuncle  on  his 
neck  and  our  family  doctor  had 
tried  everything  he  knew  and  said 
that  the  only  thing  left  was  to 
try  the  laugh-cure.  He  was  not  a 
very  good  doctor  but  he  had  a 
good  crop  of  whiskers.  In  this 
instance  he  told  uncle  Orestes  to 
try  laughing  at  the  Delta  of  the 
Mississippi  River.  He  told  him  to 
laugh  at  it  half  an  hour  before  each 
meal  and  just  before  going  to  bed. 

Well,  you  would  be  surprised 
how  hard  uncle  Orestes  found  it 
to  get  a  hearty  laugh  out  of  the 
Delta  of  the  Mississippi.  The  best 
he  could  do  was  to  giggle.  Often, 
right  in  the  middle  of  trying  to 
laugh  at  the  Delta  of  the  Mississ- 
ippi River  uncle  Orestes  would 
think  of  the  time  Aunt  Clara  shut 
the  cat  in  the  oven  and  he  would 
laugh  and  laugh,  but  that  was 
worse    than    not    laughing    at    all. 


DIDJA  GET  HER   NUMBER?" 

HOW  COULD  1  GET  HER  NUMBER  WHEN  SHE  WAS  GOING  SO  FAST?" 
•NICE  LOOKING  GIRL.  WASN'T  SHE?" 
YEAH.  DIDJA  SEE  HER  BEAUTIFUL  BROWN  EYES?" 
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Laughing  at  aunt  Clara  shutting 
the  cat  in  the  oven  was  not  a  cure 
for  carbuncles;  it  was  a  cure  for 
Obesity,  and  uncle  Orestes  was 
already  so  unobese  that  when  he 
undressed  the  joints  of  his  back- 
bone made  little  knobs  on  his 
stomach. 

Uncle  Orestes'  ribs  stuck  out  so 
much  that  one  Monday  when  aunt 
Clara  could  not  find  the  washboard 
she  used  uncle  Orestes.  He  sat 
in  the  washtub  and  she  rubbed  the 
wet  clothes  up  and  down  his  ribs. 
All  uncle  Orestes  said  in  his  meek 
voice  was  "Be  careful  of  the  but- 
tons,   Clara." 

Aunt  Clara  had  a  couple  of  little 
hammers  with  rubber  heads  and 
when  company  came  she  enter- 
tained them  by  playing  tunes  on 
uncle  Orestes'  ribs.  It  was  very 
nice  music,  too,  except  that  the 
third  rib  on  the  left  side  was  a 
little  out  of  tune.  It  should  have 
been  G  Sharp  but  it  was  G  Flat. 
She  usually  played  "Way  Down 
Upon  The  Swanee  River"  but 
when  people  asked  for  an  encore 
she  played  "Listen  To  The  Mocking 
Bird"  with  variations.  The  only 
criticism  of  her  playing  I  ever 
heard  was  from  Miss  Olga  Jensen, 
the  school  teacher.  She  said  it 
was  a  pity  uncle  Orestes  didn't 
have  more  ribs  so  that  aunt  Clara 
could  play  a  grand  opera  on  him. 


•WHAT  I     NO   POST   CARDS  1 1 


Thoughts  of  a  Man  Being  Chased  by  a  Speed  Cop 


IF  that's  a  motorcycle  cop  behind 
me  I'll  give  him  a  run  for  his 
money  .  .  .  Wonder  what  he  can 
be  chasing  me  for?  .  .  Couldn't 
have  been  doing  over  25  when  he 
started.  .  .  Wonder  when  he  start- 
ed ..  .  Son  of  a  gun  keeps  right 
on  coming  ...  I'll  tell  him  he 
can't  bulldoze  me  into  thinking  I 
was  speeding  .  .  .Wonder  where 
he  thinks  he  gets  off  chasing  inno- 
cent people  all  over  the  roads?  .  .  . 
If  he  can  make  better  than  sixty- 
five  he'll  get  me  sure  .  .  .  It's  a 
darned  shame  the  way  they  allow 
these  birds  to  tear  around  terroriz- 
ing us  motorists.  .  .  Boy,  look 
that  baby  come!  .  .  .Hope  he 
breaks  a  leg  .  .  .The  trouble  is 
we  let  them  get  away  with  it  .  .  . 
Not  me,  you  can  bet  your  life  .   .   . 


BY  CARROLL  CARROLL. 

Not  this  baby  ...  I'll  tell  him  a 
thing  or  two.  .  .  They  force  you 
to  speed,  those  guys.  .  .  Here  I  am 
going  along  quietly  and  that  bimbo 
starts  after  me  .  .  .  Well,  if  he 
can  catch  me  he's  welcome  to  me 
.  .  .  But,  believe  me,  I'll  tell  him 
what  I  think  of  him.  .  .  Yes,  and 
his  mother,  too  .  .  And  his  father 
and  the  judge.  .  .  His  father  prob- 
ably is  the  judge  .  .  .  It's  a  nice 
little  business,  this  catching  speed- 
ers .  .  .  Probably  take  in  a  couple 
of  hundred  on  a  good  day.  .  .Well, 
it'll  have  to  be  this  bird's  good  day 
if  he  wants  to  catch  this  baby.  .  . 
He'll  try  and  tell  me  I  was  doing 
more  than  thirty.  .  .  Just  let  him 
try  .  .  .  Here  goes  the  last  notch 
.  .  .  I'm  going  to  turn  in  this 
hearse  and  get  a  boat  than  can  go 


.  .  .  The  snails  are  just  tearing 
past  me  ...  If  he  can  do  better 
than  sixty-five  on  that  washing 
machine  he  runs  around  on  he's 
entitled  to  me  .  .  .  Get  out  of  the 
way,  you  fool,  or  I'll  run  you  down. 
.  .  .  That's  the  trouble  with  these 
guys;  they  make  us  drivers  reck- 
less .  .  .  Well!  Here  he  is!  .  .  . 
I'll  tell  him  a  thing  or  two  .  .  . 
I'll  tell  him  .  .  .  What?  You're 
crazy!  .  .  .  He  thinks  he  can 
bulldoze  me  .  .  .  I'll  slip  him 
something  .  .  .  You've  got  to  slip 
these  guys,  that's  all  .  .  .  What? 
Give  it  to  the  judge?  What's  this? 
Hey,  wait  a  minute!  .  .  .  Well, 
I'll  give  that  judge  an  earful  when 
I  see  him.  .  .  Wouldn't  even  give 
me  a  chance  to  explain  ...  I  was 
going  for  a  doctor. 
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ACPEAEL 


ISS  AGNES 
Macphail  would 
rather  make  an 
J^*  \»fA^  epigram  than  be 
right,  and  often 
does. 

She  likes  being  unhappy  about 
things  and  thus  is  happy  most  of 
the  time. 

Her  people  spell  the  name 
MacPhail,  but  she  accidentally 
began  writing  it  Macphail  and  now 
prefers  it  that  way.  She  says  it 
looks  better  and  is  easier  to  write. 

She  never  on  any  account  will 
eat  potatoes  obrien  au  gratin. 

She  thinks  all  newspapers,  bank- 
ers, politicians  (except  United 
Farmers),  manufacturers  and  Gen- 
eral MacBrien  are  in  conspiracy  to 
start  another  war  and  intends  to 
stop  them  if  she  can. 

She  prides  herself  on  never 
blushing  but  secretly  would  like  to. 

In  religion  she  is  a  Latter  Day 
Saint  and  denies  being  a  Mormon. 
She  thinks  polygamy  is  wrong  and 
isn't  any  too  sure  about  mono- 
gamy. 

Once  she  gave  a  rose  to  Lady 
Astor  and  was  touched  when  Lady 
Astor  wore  it. 

She  dislikes  the  tariff,  bunk, 
short  skirts,  the  penitentiary  sys- 
tem, traditions,  Toronto,  cadet 
training,  late  parties,  early  parties, 
thick  soup,  Sir  Herbert  Holt,  alco- 
hol, aristocracy,  the  banking  sys- 
tem, senators,  history  books,  car- 
nations, the  movies,  party  govern- 
ment, Anglican  clergymen,  the 
educational  system,  the  way  city 
women  dress,  funerals,  oysters  on 
the  half  shell,  Hull,  diplomatic 
relations  and  lobbyists,  and  has 
often  said  so. 

She  likes  cows,  candy,  J.  J. 
Morrison,  roses  on  her  desk  and 
writing  letters. 

She  never  carries  a  vanity  case 
but  once  bought  a  lipstick  in  the 
summer  of  1912. 

She  once  caught  the  bride's 
bouquet  at  a  Chinese  wedding  and 
fears  the  worst,  but  says  she  hasn't 
time  to  get  married.  She  thinks 
the  trouble  with  women  get- 
ting married  is  that  they 
can't     get     over     being    obedient 


and  that  the  marriage  cere- 
mony might  as  well  be:  "Will 
you  take  this  woman  or  will 
you  have  her  sent?" 

She  will  be  thirty-nine 
years  old  next  March  and 
tells  everybody. 

Except  for  Captain  Alfred 
Loewenstein  and  T.  L.  Church 
she  is  the  best  publicity  ex- 
pert since  P.  T.  Barnum  died. 

She  often  deplores  the  fact 
that  she  is  so  famous. 

In  the  House  of  Commons 
she  never  wears  a  hat  be- 
cause she  can't  think  with  one 
on  and  says  she  is  afraid  of 
getting  bald  anyway. 

She  likes  bobbed  hair  but 
has  always  been  afraid  to 
have  hers  cut.  She  brushes 
it  back  from  her  forehead  with  a 
bun  at  the  back,  which  society 
editors  always  call  a  psyche  knot. 
Her  hair  is  black  but  she  thinks  it 
has  got  grey  since  she  went  into 
politics. 

She  has  been  at  Ottawa  seven 
years  now  and  is  the  best  woman 
member  of  parliament  Canada  has 
ever  had. 

She  had  never  been  in  Ottawa 
before  she  was  elected  to  parlia- 
ment but  had  been  in  Toronto  and 
Owen  Sound. 

In  her  first  month  in  Ottawa  she 
lost  ten  pounds  but  has  more  than 
gained  them  back.  She  weighs 
one  hundred  and  forty-nine. 

Her  motto  is:  "I  am  what  I  am 
and  I  say  what  I  think." 

She  thinks  any  man  who  is  a 
director  of  ten  or  more  different 
companies  must  be  dishonest,  ex- 
cept maybe  R.  B.  Bennett.  She 
says  he  is  the  best  leader  the  Con- 
servatives could  have  got  which  is 
ambiguous  enough  to  be  safe. 

She  likes  Mr.  King,  too,  but 
thinks  he  looks  better  with  his  hat 
on. 

She  was  born  on  a  farm  near 
Ceylon,  in  Proton  Township,  Grey 
County,  Ontario,  and  taught  school 
near  Sharon  in  North  York.  A 
number  of  people  have  already 
made  that  joke  about  the  Rose  of 
Sharon. 


Her  father's  name  is  Dougal 
MacPhail  and  he  is  an  auctioneer 
as  well  as  a  farmer. 

She  attributes  her  success  in  life 
to  the  fact  that  ever  since  she  was 
sixteen  years  old  she  has  been 
wondering. 

She  is  five  feet  seven  and  a  half 
inches  tall  with  her  shoes  on,  and 
made  a  cutting  remark  when  Mr. 
Horatio  C.  Hocken,  who  lives  in 
Toronto  and  has  not  gone  K.  of  C, 
described  her  as  an  ignorant  little 
school  teacher.  Mr.  Hocken  is 
five  feet  five. 

For  the  last  seven  years  she  has 
intended  to  learn  to  speak  French 
fluently,  but  is  still  not  as  good  at 
it  as  Mr.  Arthur  Meighen,  who  also 
had  intentions. 

She  won  her  first  election  in  1921 
with  a  telephone,  a  Ford  car 
(model  T),  a  stenographer,  two 
hundred  dollars  and  a  lot  of  hard 
work. 

She  is  suspicious  of  people  who 
are  nice  to  her. 

THE  first  four  years  she  was  in 
parliament  she  turned  back 
$6,000  of  her  indemnity  to  the 
finance  minister  and  then  went 
home  and  told  the  folks  in  Grey 
County  she  had  been  a  fool. 

She  keeps  scrap  books  and  never 
reads  novels. 

She  is  a  pretty  good  dancer  but 
doesn't  like  the  folks  at  home  to 
think   so. 


18 


O^BtLDM 


She  used  to  wear  blue  serge 
tailored  dresses  to  avoid 
attention  but  people  talked 
about  them  so  much  that  she 
had  to  get  a  green  silk  one 
and  now  often  wears  evening 
ones. 

She  works  very  hard  and 
is  terribly    honest. 

In  Ottawa  she  usually 
cooks  her  own  breakfast  but 
doesn't  eat  much. 

She  is  afraid  she  will  never 
meet  anyone  she  can  be  afraid 

of.  — R.   T.    L. 

*        *        * 

Achilles'  Heel  of  a  Reporter 

We  were  talking  the  other 
day  to  a  member  of  the 
editorial  staff  of  the  Quebec 
Chronicle-Telegraph.  In  the 
course  of  conversation  it  came 
to  light  that  he  had  been  the 
reporter  who  interviewed  Col. 
Charles  A.  Lindbergh. 

Lindbergh  being  who  he  is, 
our  curiosity  was  immediate- 
ly aroused. 

"What,"  we  inquired  with 
interest,  "sort  of  a  fellow  is 
he?"  How  did  you  get  along 
with  him?" 

"Fine!"  replied  our  friend. 
"He's  a  swell  guy  and  I  liked 
him  a  lot.  Why,  do  you  know, 
while  I  was  talking  to  him 
he  called  me  'Sir'  three  or 
four  times!"  — k.c. 


Goblin  Contributors 


R.  T.  L. 

D     T.  L.,  a  man  of  letters, 

Thumbed  his  nose  upon  his  betters, 
Prodded  with  a  facile  nib 
Famous  people  in  the  rib. 
Such  a  graceless  fellow  he 
Should  incarcerated  be 
If  he  wrote  a  wit  less  well 
Than  he  does.     Thus  R.  T.  L.l 


The  Man  Who  Writes 

French  Composition  Books 

Visits  a  Restaurant 

(1)  Since  my  cook  has  gone 
I  must  eat  here.  (2)  Give  me, 
please,  an  entree.  (3)  Have 
you  bread,  butter,  and  water? 
(4)  No,  I  do  not  wish  any 
catzup.  (5)  Thank  you  for 
offering  it  to  me.  (6)  The 
large  steak  which  was  on  the 
menu  is  not  the  same  as  the 
small  one  which  is  on  my 
plate.  (7)  Where  is  my 
napkin?  (8)  This  coffee  is 
very  cold.  (9)  Because  my 
hat  is  not  here  I  must  take 
this  one  instead.  (10)  Here  is 
your  tip.  (I  1)  Good-bye,  I  am 
going  home  now  and  I  shall 
not  see  you  again. 

w.    w.    SCOTT. 
*        *        * 

Mother  Goose  a  la  Mode 

Papa's  in   the  parlor 

Cutting    off    his    coups; 
Cook  is  in  the  kitchen 

Cursing  at  the  soups; 
Mama's   raising   rough-house 

At   the   country   club; 
Sister's  very  likely 

Out  or  in  the  tub; 
Brother's  at  a  college 

Trying  not  to  think. 
Baby's  in  the  nursery 

Mixing  up  a  drink. 

B.  s. 


TNUSUAL  courtesy  is    now  ex- 
tended    the      readers     of     our 
popular    magazines.       In    the    old 
and      virile     days     of      "Diamond 
Dick"    and    "Red,    The    Ranger" 
whose       fortunes        we        followed 
breathlessly    in    serials,    we    were 
often  cut  off  at  the  most  exciting 
moment   by    the   one   hated    word 
"continued,"     or    at    most,     "con- 
tinued in  our  next."    Now,  we  find 
all     that     changed.         A     superior 
courtesy    has    discarded    the    old, 
abrupt   means   of   breaking   us   off 
short     with     a     curt    "continued." 
To-day    the    reader — although    no 
longer    gentle    as    in    former    days, 
possibly    because    the    Editor    has 
assumed  all  the  gentleness — is  dir- 
ected  in    such    eourteous  formulae 
as  the  following: 

"Please    turn    to   page    39." 
"Please  turn  to  continuation, 


Courtesy — Continued 

page    600." 

"You  are  kindly  asked  to  con- 
tinue this  story  on  page  39." 

"You  will  now  kindly  turn  to 
the  continuation  of  this  story  on 
page  600." 

If  these  very  courteous  con- 
tinuation formulae  continue  to  in- 
crease in  length,  we  may  yet  see 
them  taking  the  form  and  wording 


ed  bird  (after  pulling  for 
five  minutes  on  a  rubber  band)  : 
"well,  by  heck,  joe!  this  worm 
is  certainly  well  organized!!" 


of  a  friendly  note  from  the  Editor 
to  the  Reader,  very  much  after 
this  fashion: 

The  Editor  of  True  Courtesy 
Magazine  joins  with  the  Author 
and  the  Publishers  in  asking  the 
Reader  to  kindly  turn  to  the 
continuation  of  this  story  on 
page  600.  We  hope  that  he  may 
thoroughly  enjoy  this  story,  and 
that  after  the  last  continuation 
he  will  cut  himself  a  piece  of 
cake  and  have  a  dish  of  ice 
cream. 

Sincerely, 

The  Editor. 

GEORGE    W.     LYON. 

Cambridge  (111.)  Chronicle. — In  the 
evening  44  ladies  and  gentlemen  were 
entertained  at  progressive  500.  Mrs. 
Edward  Noble  was  the  first  prize  winner, 
she  talking  every  game  played. 

Now  we  ask  you,  is  that  news? 
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Our  Own  Bri 

WORTH  deals  and  bids  one  no 
trump.  East  is  satisfied,  as 
well  he  may  be,  and  passes,  but 
South,  whose  mental  capacity  has 
been  so  taken  up  with  stocks  and 
bonds  that  he  has  never  learned 
anything  lasting  about  compulsory 
take-outs  for  initial  no  trump  bids, 
is  up  a  tree.  "I  haven't  much 
strength,''  he  reasons  to  himself, 
with  no  inaccuracy,  "except  in 
clubs,  with  perhaps  an  odd  trick 
in  diamonds  if  all  goes  well  and 
my  partner  just  lets  himself  go 
and  doesn't  try  to  think.  1  might 
take  him  out  in  clubs,  but  clubs 
aren't  worth  much  and  they'll  be 
good  as  gold  in  no  trump.  Guess 
I'll  leave  it  in  no  trump."  South 
finally  passes  with  a  beatific  expres- 
sion, and  West  does  likewise. 

"Got  it  cheap,  partner,"  remarks 
South  agreeably,  as  he  lays  down 
his  hand  without  waiting  for  East 
to  lead.  North  has  "Yes"  on  the 
tip  of  his  tongue  when  he  sees 
what  South  is  donating  to  the 
cause.  "Cheap,"  he  cries.  "W-- 
why  in    .    .    . !" 

East  cuts  him  short  with  his  lead 
of  the  four  of  diamonds,  for  no 
particular  reason,  and  it  works  out 
rather  well,  West  taking  the  trick 
with  his  ace  while  North  still 
mutters  something  about  "bone- 
headed  partners."  West  then 
attempts  to  play  his  five  of 
diamonds,  but  being  nervous,  in 
trying  to  pick  it  from  his  hand,  he 
draws  forth  the  ten  of  hearts 
instead  and  plays  it  before  he 
knows  what  he  is  doing.  This,  too, 
comes  out  happily,  however,  for 
East  covers  Norths  king  with  his 
ace,  and  another  trick  is  in  the 
East-West  locker. 

East  takes  the  third  trick  with 
his  lead  of  the  king  of  diamonds, 
but  loses  the  next,  another  diamond 
lead — if  nothing  else.  East  is  at 
least  persistent—  to  North's  queen. 
"Good,  partner!"  encourages 
South,  with  a  hands-across-the-sea 
expression.  "You  got  a  trick!" 
North  repulses  this  advance  with  a 
bitter  look.  North  sits  looking  at 
his  cards  with  a  hopeless  air  until 
reminded  by  his  opponents  that 
it  is  his  lead,  and  that  the  end  of 
the  bridge  season  is  drawing  nigh. 


dge  Problems 

NORTH 

A-A-Q-6-5-3 
^-K-J-8-2 
O-Q-J-3 
*-A 

WEST  EAST 

A-J-9-8  4-K-10-4 

<? -10-9-3  V-A-Q-7-6 

0 -A- 10-5  O-K-6-4 

♦-6-5-3-2  *-l  0-8-7 

SOUTH 

A-7-2 
V-5-4 
0-9-8-7-2 
♦-K-Q-J-9-4 

He  then  leads  his  jack  of  hearts, 
which  he  hopes  is  good,  but  which 
goes  down  before  East's  queen. 
East's  next  lead  is  a  club,  which 
North  takes  with  his  ace,  setting 
up  all  dummy's  other  clubs,  but 
rather  purposelessly  since  North  has 
no  possible  lead  into  Souths  hand. 
In  desperation,  North  leads  his 
ace  of  spades,  taking  the  trick, 
following  this  with  a  lead  of  the 
six  of  spades.  East  plays  his  ten 
which  is  good  by  a  couple  of  miles 
but  West,  who  has  had  an  all-too- 
quiet  evening,  beats  the  ten  with 
his  jack.  Asked  pointedly  by  East 
why  he  did  this,  West  replies 
"Eh?"  West  takes  a  trick  with 
his  nine  of  hearts,   then   leads  his 


nine  of  spades,  the  trick  going  to 
East,  who  covers  North's  queen 
with  his  king.  East  leads  his 
seven  of  hearts,  North  taking  the 
trick  with  his  eight,  as  well  as  the 
last  two  with  his  remaining  small 
spades. 

"Well,  well!  Down  one  on  a  one 
no  trump  bid!"  gloats  East,  mark- 
ing down  the  score,  only  slightly 
inaccurately,    with    flourishes. 

"Tough  luck,  partner,"  puts  in 
South.  "Sorry  I  couldn't  help  you 
more.  You  did  awfully  well, 
though,  to  be  set  only  one  trick." 
South  voices  other  sympathetic 
murmurs,  remembering  that  North 
has  his  car  with  him  and  that 
they  both  live  near  each  other  at 
the  other  end  of  town.  "Bah!" 
snaps  North,  and  South  goes  home 
on  the  trolley. 

JOHN    C.     EMERY. 

*        *        * 

No  More  Divorce 

I'VE     solved      the       problem      of 
divorce! 

I'll  kill  this  social  weevil. 
I    have  a  sure,   unfailing   course 

To  end  this  present  evil. 
My     plan     this     wide     world     will 
endorse 

With  no  one  to  disparage:  V 

To  stop  the  stigma  of  divorce — 

At  once  abolish   marriage! 

— ARTHUR    L.    LIPPMANN. 


Enquiring  reporter  to  self-made  man:  "Are  you  glad  you  went  to  college? 
S.  M.  M.:   "I   certainly   am,    because    if   I    hadn't    I    might    have    gone 
through  life  believing  I  had  missed  something.'' 
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goblin  goex 
tc  the  rnoviex 

with    Carroll  Carroll 


AM  about  to  write 
eight  or  nine  hundred 
words  of  more  or  less 
immoderate  praise. 

As  a  result  a  great 
many  customers  of 
this  department  are  expected  to 
fall  over  in  one  single  dead  faint. 
More  will  say  to  themselves, 
"Hum-m-m.  There's  something 
strange  about  all  this.''  A  gentle- 
man by  the  name  of  George 
Patterson,  who  lives  in  Winnipeg, 
will  feel  that  his  last  letter  in- 
timidated me.  No  one  will  realize 
the  truth. 

A  syndicate  of  men  high  in 
screen  circles  (everything  about 
the  screen  moves  in  circles,  you 
know;  generally  small  ones)  met  in 
solemn  conference  not  long  ago. 
They  decided  something  had  to  be 
done  about  that  guy  in  Canada 
who  didn't  like  very  much.  So 
the  Goliaths  capitulated  to  David 
and  made  a  purse  for  him.  Now 
you  know  the  truth. 

"The  Man  Who  Laughs''  is 
probably  the  best  moving  picture 
you  will  be  privileged  to  see  in  the 
next  two  and  a  half  years  as  the 
time  flies.  It  is  a  combination  of 
French  literature,  German  intelli- 
gence and  American  finance. 

A  gentleman  with  the  vaguely 
impossible  name  of  J.  Grubb 
Alexander  has  spun  from  Victor 
Hugo's  immortal  story  a  scenario 
that  strays  but  slightly  from  its 
letter  and  not  at  all  from  the  spirit 
of  it.  This  has  been  taken  by  Paul 
Leni,  a  German  director,  and  made 
with  Conrad  Veidt,  one  of  Leni's 
landsmen,  in  the  title  role,  into  an 
intensely  moving  picture.  The 
geniuses  of  these  two  importations 
from  der  Vaterland  seemingly  in- 
spired the  work  of  everyone  con- 
nected with  the  production.  The 
result  is  a  smooth  flowing,  au- 
thentically staged,  wisely  lighted, 
superbly  acted,  beautifully  cos- 
tumed, well-photographed   (I  could 


go  on  like  this  for  days  and  days) 
screen  drama,  the  tragic  quality  of 
which  is  not  strained  by  spurious 
comedy  relief.  "The  Man  Who 
Laughs"  is  a  tragedy  that  rings 
true,  bearing  no  relation  to  such 
counterfeit  tender  as,  for  example, 
"The  Way  of  All  Flesh." 

With  the  possible  exception  of 
Mary  Philbin,  who  plays  Dea,  the 
heroine,  in  a  manner  that  leaves 
something  to  be  desired,  the  whole 
supporting  company  deserves  in- 
dividual mention,  space  for  which 
I  lack.  Suffice  it  to  say,  one  Olga 
Baclanova  appears  as  the  screen 
dark  horse  of  the  year  in  an  excel- 
lently conceived  and  portrayed 
interpretation  of  Duchess  Josianna, 
the  dissolute  darling  of  the  court 
of  Queen  Anne  (Josephine  Crowell). 
Brandon  Hurst  as  Barkilphredo, 
the  villainous  Fool;  George  Sieg- 
man  as  Dr.  Hardquanonne,  the 
Comprachico  face  lifter,  and  Cesare 
Gravina  as  Ursus,  the  Philosopher 
who  fathers  the  two  unfortunate 
waifs,  Gwynplaine 
and  Dea,  all  play  to 
perfection.  If  this 
be  praise,  my 
friends,  make  the 
most  of  it. 


gEN  HECHT, 
the  naughty 
literatteur  of  Chi- 
cago, wrote  a  story 
called  "The  Big 
Noise."  It  origin- 
ally was  probably 
very  psychological  and  awfully  sati- 
rical. The  movies,  aided  by  director 
Allan  Dwan  and  actor  Chester 
Conklin,  have  made  of  this  a  semi- 
slapstick  comedy  retaining  a  large 
measure  of  the  satire  and  some  of 
the  psychology  or  maybe  it's  vice 
verse.  (I'll  send  you  a  wire  when 
I  decide.  I'm  sure  it's  one  of  the 
two.)  Anyway,  it's  an  entertain- 
ing piece  that  proves  Mr.  Conklin 


worthy,  in  the  future,  of  more 
than  the  custard  pies  he's 
been  catching  on  the  nose  for 
the  past  fifteen  years.  In 
spite  of  a  few  extra  vulgar 
sequences,  "The  Big  Noise" 
is  a  picture  to  be  seen  and 
laughed  at. 

As  if  this  were  not  enough 
hoopla  for  one  month,  we  further 
have  Buster  (Frozen  Face)  Keaton 
and  Ernest  (Gosh-Ain't-He-Tall- 
Clara)  Torrence  in  a  delightfully 
droll  comedy  of  the  Mississippi 
River.  "Steamboat  Bill,  Jr.,"  it 
is  called.  I  do  not  believe  it  will 
jar  your  funny  bone  to  such 
anatomically  tricky  tactics  as  to 
cause  what  the  trade  calls  belly 
laughs.  It  has,  however,  an  ex- 
quisitely tender  way  of  tickling 
the  risibles  with  a  consistence  that 
suffuses  the  beholder  with  fine 
glowing  smiles  that  are  apt  to 
remain  throughout  the  entire  length 
of  the  picture.  It  has,  of  course, 
no  breadth  or  depth.  What  more 
could  be  desired? 

Here,  then,  is  a  nicely  balanced 
fare  for  film  fans:  "The  Man  Who 
Laughs,"  "The  Big  Noise,"  and 
"Steamboat  Bill,  Jr."  If  you 
don't  care  for  them  blame  it  on  the 
purse  from  Hollywood  that  cor- 
rupted this  hitherto  unsmirched 
department.  Now 
it  would  be  fun  to 
have  some  money 
to  put  into  the 
purse,  which,  I 
may  add,  is  made 
of  real  bull  skin. 


And  Briefly 

'[)RUMS    of 


Love."  —  A 
typical,  which  is 
to  say  terrible, 
movie  adaptation 
of  the  beautiful  love  legend  of 
Francesca  da  Rimini.  It  is  too 
bad  this  story  had  to  be  so  mis- 
used as  a  picture.     It  is  too  bad! 

"EASY  COME,  EASY  GO."- 
A  fairly  mad  comedy  in  which  one 
Charles  Sellon  steals  the  picture 
from  Richard  Dix  who,  however, 
retaliates  by  marrying  Nancy  Car- 
roll (another  one  of  those  hand- 
some Carrolls).       (Continued  on  page  32) 
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\A/E  have  always  raised  a  respect- 
ful fedora  to  the  broadcaster 
who  covers  hockey  games.  How 
anybody  can  take  in  the  significant 
points  of  the  fast  play,  remember 
the  names  and  announce  them 
through  the  microphone,  all  at 
once,  is  a  mystery  to  us — or  do 
they?  The  hockey  game  announc- 
er's job  is  very  much  like  that  of 
the  reader  trying  not  to  miss 
anything  in  "But  Gentlemen  Mar- 
ry Brunettes"  (McLean  &  Smith- 
ers),  with  which  Anita  Loos  pursues 
her  loose  and  witty  way.  "But 
Gentlemen  Marry  Brunettes"  is 
decidedly  looser  than  its  predeces- 
sor, but  the  wit  is  packed  in 
tighter.  To  our  mind  it  is  a 
cleverer  and  much  more  sophisti- 
cated book.  It  is  the  account  of 
the  life  of  the  hard-boiled  female 
Dorothy,  told  in  Lorelei's  inimit- 
able though  much  imitated  style. 
Should  be  kept  in  the  medicine 
chest  out  of  reach  of  the  kiddies. 

A  DMIRERS  of  "Enough  Rope" 
will  be  glad  to  know  that 
Dorothy  Parker's  heart  is  still 
breaking  lyrically.  A  second  record 
of  her  cardiac  mosaic  is  called 
"Sunset  Gunn"  (McLean  &  Smith- 
ers),  and  it  contains  one  or  two 
semi-classics,  notably  "God- 
mother," the  sonnet  "A  Dream 
Lies  Dead,"  and  "A  Pig's-Eye 
View  of  Literature"  which  con- 
tains: 

Byron  and  Shelley  and  Keats 
Were   a  trio   of  lyrical  treats. 
The  forehead  of  Shelley  was  clut- 
tered with  curls, 


book/ 


And  Keats  never  Was  a  descendant 

of  earls, 
And    Byron    walked   out    with    a 

number  of  girls, 
But   it  did ' nt  impair  the  poetical 
feats 

Of  Byron  and  Shelley 
Of  Byron  and  Shelley, 
Of  Byron  and  Shelley  and  Keats. 
and  also: 

Carlyle  combined  the  lit'ry  life 
With  throwing  teacups  at  his  wife, 
Remarking,   rather   testily, 
"Oh,  stop  your  dodging,  Mrs.  C.I" 


The  more  serious  efforts  are 
somewhat  long  for  quotation,  so 
we  must  content  ourselves  with 
"Partial  Comfort." 

Whose  love  is  given  over-well 
Shall  look  on  Helen's  face  in  hell, 
Whilst  they  whose  love  is  thin  and 

wise 
May  view  John  Knox  in  paradise. 

"YHE  VIRGIN  QUEENE,"  by 
Harford  Powel,  Jr.,  is  a 
novel  which  concerns  the  strange 
adventure  in  the  psychic  of  a 
New  York  advertising  man  who 
purchases  an  Elizabethan  house 
in  England,  becomes  imbued  with 
16th  century  lore  and  has  a  mental 
throwback  with  satirical  and  amus- 
ing consequences.  The  trans- 
formation of  Barnham  Dunn  in  his 
new  environment  makes  good  sum- 
mer reading.  Also,  his  daughter 
has  a  love  affair. 


AN  authentic  bit  of  Canadiana 
is  contributed  by  William 
Arthur  Deacon  in  "The  Four 
Jameses"  (Graphic  Press).  The 
Four  Jameses  referred  to  are  thefour 
predecessors  of  Canadian  literature 
who  have  entered  the  Hall  of  Fame, 
not  without  banners  though 
through  the  back  door.  They 
represent  perhaps  as  much  a  study 
for  the  psychologist,  to  put  it 
mildly,  as  the  student  of  poetry. 
To  say  that  their  work  is  unique 
is  a  fine  piece  of  understatement. 
Of  the  four,  James  Gay,  "Poet 
Laureate  of  Canada  and  Master  of 
All  Poets'  is  perhaps  the  best 
known,  although  there  is  a  regret- 
table ignorance  on  the  part  of  the 
reading  public  with  regard  to  all 
of  them.  James  Gay  was  an 
inhabitant  of  Guelph  who,  in 
addition  to  supporting  himself  by 
carpentry  and  exhibiting  a  two- 
headed  colt  at  a  fair,  managed  to 
find  time  to  write  such  stirring 
lyrics  as  "What  About  This  Egyp- 
tian Affair?",  "The  Elephant  and 
the  Flea,"  and  to  indite  a  touching 
poem  to  Tennyson,  whom  with 
Longfellow  only  he  considered  his 
peer.  James  Mclntyre  may,  per- 
haps run  Gay  a  close  second  in 
fame,  since  he  has  been  known  as 
"the  cheese  poet,"  the  title  which 
he  gained  from  his  most  outstand- 
ing work  which  we  cannot  avoid 
quoting. 

"Ode   on   the    Mammoth    Cheese" 

We  have  seen  thee,  queen  of  cheese. 
Lying  quietly  at  your  ease, 
Gently  fanned  by  evening  breeze, 
Thy  fair  form  no  flies  dare  seize. 

All  gaily  dressed  soon  you'll  go 
To  the  great  Provincial  show, 
To  be  admired  by  many  a  beau 
In  the  city  of  Toronto. 

Cows    numerous   as    a   swarm   of 

bees, 
Or  as  the  leaves  upon  the  trees, 
It  did  require  to  make  thee  please, 
And   stand    unrivalled,    queen    of 

cheese. 

May  you  not  receive  a  scar  as 
We  have  heard  that  Mr.  Harris 
Intends  to  send  you  off  as  far  as 
The  great  world's  show  at  Paris. 

(Continued  on  page  32) 


(1)    Isobel   Francis  Tait 

860  Manning  Ave.,  Toronto 


(2)    Mack  Laffen 

1-1303  Gladstone  Ave.,  Victoria 


(3)    Lillian  Caroline  Perry 

116  Fulton  Ave.,  Toronto 


(4)    Allan   Wyld 

US  Crawford  St..  Toronto 


(12)    Vera  Mulgrue  (13)   T.  C.  G.  Ballard  (14)    H.  H.  Goodfellow  (15)    Marie  Tucey 

Ml  Woodmount  Ave.  E.,  Toronto    1^40   Sherbroo'ke  W.    Montreal    21  4  Edgemount  St.  S.,  Hamilton    452    Lansdowne  Ave.,   Toronto 


(5)    Elia   D.   Delaney 

34  51  Shuter  St.,  Montreal 


(6) 
7  6  Han 


Which  of  T\ 
Will  You  Sen 


The  contestants  shown  on  these 
from  several  thousand  entrants  as  be 
Film  Company  will  have  the  best  likcl 
one  of  these  contestants  to  Universal 
and  in  addition  a  salary  of  $100.00 
a  part  in  a  feature  production  of  the 
greatest  opportunity  offered  to  achiev 
Study  the  pictures  carefully  and  th 
following  page,  filled  in,  indicating  y 
to  Hollywood.  Yours  may  be  th 
contestant! 


K. 


(20)    Walter  H.  Hill 
R.R.  No.    1,   Nanticoke 


(21)    Katherine  Finney 

3  28  Central  Ave.,  London 


(22)    Violet   Keech 

165  Pacific  Ave.,  Toronto 


(23)    G.  Tudor  Davies 

38  Leuty  Ave.,  Toronto 


(24)    May  Robert 
20A   Leopold    St.,  Toronto 


(25 
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(31)    Wilma  Carmichael 
Birks  Bldg.,  Montreal 


(32)    Esme  Willmott 
297   St.  George  St.,  Toronto 


(33)   S.  H.  H.  Symonds 
Bowmanville,  Ont. 


(34)   Evelyn  Heanley 
167  College  St.,  Toronto 


(35)   Nora  Haig  (36) 

154   Mavety  St.,  Toronto  260  St.  ( 


(42)    Gordon  De  Dieu 

Dominion  No.    1.  C.B.,   N.S. 


(43)    Violet   Nicholette  (44)    Leonard   Philpott 

33A  Crescent  Rd.  Apts.,  Toronto      84    Superior   St.,   Brantford 


(45)    Lionel  Hunter 
R.R.  No.  6,  Guelph 


(46)    Evelyn  Rawn 

21    Melrose  Ave.,  Toronto 


(47 
R.R. 


lutledge 
.  Toronto 


(7)    Maureen   Nicolls 
MO   Danforth   Ave.,  Toronto 


(8)    Mireille  Pagani 
23   GHgorm  Rd..  Toronto 


(9)    Ivy  Aileen  Ambrose 
Scarboro  Bluffs  P.O. 


(10)    Norman   F.  Buckle 
1928  Oak  Bay  Ave..  Victoria 


(11)    Hilda   Palmer 

41   Collier  St..  Toronto 


5  Contestants 
o  Hollywood? 

wo  following  pages  have  been  selected 
which  in  the  opinion  of  the  Universal 
success  in  Hollywood.  Goblin  will  send 
lying  all  travelling  and  hotel  expenses 
The  winner  upon  arrivaj  is  guaranteed 
il  Film  Company.  This  is  possibly  the 
in  this  most  glamorous  of  professions. 
ird  the  voting  coupon  found  on  the 
ite.  It  will  take  votes  to  win  the  trip 
which     will     determine     the     successful 


(16)    Margaret  Weart 

440   14th  St.  N.W.,  Calgary 


(17)    Albert  D'Aoust 
309   Bay   St..  Ottawa 


(18)    Rojina    Manclark 

3377    Verdun   Ave.,   Verdun 


(19)    Harold  Richard  Phoenix 

4'.)  Ninth   St.,   New  Toronto 


Gay 

Toronto 


(26)    Irene  Layzelle 
3.S   Leuty  Ave.,  Toronto 


(27)    Donald   W.  Jacobs 

Melfort,  Sask. 


(28)    Jean  Pirie 

74  Annette  St.,  Toronto 


(29)    Ralph  Bamber 
67   Pearson  Ave..  Toronto 


(30)   Claire  E.  Wilton 
71   Alexandria  Blvd..  Toronto 


herland 

E.,  Toronto 


(37)    Ray  Edmonds  (38)    Helena   Semenuik 

1   Ellerbeck  Ave..  Toronto        13'JJ  fieorKina  Ave.,  Ft.  William 


(39)    Valdeen   Du  Vail 

71 1    Shaw  St..  Toronto 


(40)    Isobel  Bryan  (41)    Elaine  Balcom 

44  Asijuith  Ave..  Toronto         Cedar  Grove  Crescent,   St.  John 


filler 

odstork 


(48)    Grace   E.   McCutcheon 
■  na  Ave.,  Toronto    13 


(49)    Dan   Datri 
8G   Markham  St.,  Toronto 


(50)    Elsie  Geary  (51)    Sadie  Stewart 

60   High   Park   Blvd.,  Toronto        lis  Fuii  lawn  Ave..  Toronto 


(52)    Fred  Wood,  Jr. 
177  Gowan  Ave.,  Toronto 


r 

V1  ji 

gpf 

(53)    Beatrice  Moraw 
11123   86  Ave.,  Edmonton 


(54)    A.  G.  McCormick 

Kenogami,   Que. 


(55)    Helen  Mitchell 
58   Rose  Hill  Ave..  Toronto 


(56)    Daisy  Morris 

204  Station  St.,  Belleville 


(57)    Lillian   Oldham 

64   Howard   St.,  Toronto 


*  <r*C 


(58)    Beatrice  Woloshynski  (59)    Hugh   F.   Stevenson  ,    „.    M         omith 

216  Royce  Ave.,  Toronto         799    Bannatyne  Ave..   Winnipeg        J2  w^^Rd^Conto 


(61)    Jack  Potts 
Ponoka,  Alta. 


(62)    J.  C.  Cadham 
Portage  la  Prairie,  Man. 


(63)    A.  M.  Ryker 
34    44th  Ave.,  Laehine 


(64)    Eleanor  Watson  (65)    Eric  A.  Sprenger  (66)    Dorothy  Pollard 

281   Rhodes  Ave.,  Toronto        15  St.  Maurice  St.,  Three  Rivers  123  Ivy   Ave.,  Toronto 


(67)    Dorothy  Watkins 

1704  13th  Ave.  W..  Calgary 


(68)    Orpha  Charbonneau 
Arnprior,  Ont. 


(69)   Frank  G.  Morgan 

11539   94   St.,  Edmonton 


(70)    Catherine  Taylor 

19  Millbrook  Cres.,  Toronto 


(71)    Mary   Caveney 
160   Heward  Ave.,  Toronto 


(72)   A.  C.  Reiter 

12   Grenville  St.,  Toronto 


(73)    E.  D.  Ellis  (74)    Lucie  Braun  (75)   William  Jackson  (76)   Margaret  Swan 

Upper  Stewiacke,  Col.  Co.,  N.S.  380  Claremount  Ave.,  Montreal    105  Marlborough  Ave.,  Toronto        41   Millicent  St.,  Toronto 


(77)    Mrs.  Mary  Nickason 
Wiseton,  Sask. 


(78)    Rose   Kushner 
5562  Clarke  St..  Montreal 


(79)    K.  Ryder 

37  0    Indian   Grose,   Toronto 


(80)    Grace  Evelyn  Moore 

209  Davenport  Rd.,  Toronto 


(81)    A.  D.   Milligan 

35  Aileen  Ave.,  Toronto 


(82)    Yvonne  Schrag 
215  Jones  Ave.,  Toronto 


(83)    Frank  Fox 
32    Wanstead  Ave.,   Toronto 


~a->  i(84)  ,V,ida,  Gri?™ood  (85)    W.  Alexander  Knox 

13   o43  Lonsdale  Av„  N.  Vancouver         \,44'  Hyman  St._  London 


(86)    Roy   Charlton  (87>    Dave  Morris 

159   Hampton  Ave.,  Toronto  646  Gerrard  St.  E..  Toronto 


(88)   Percy  Scott 
196  Vaughan  Rd.,  Toronto 


(89)    Edna  Jack  (90)    E    jeUier 

241   Oxford  St.,  Montreal         228  Lake  shore' Rd..  Pte.  Claire 


(91)    Jose  Harvey 
Eldred.  Sask. 


(92)    Joe  Bell 

3350  Dundas  St..  Toronto 


(93)    Chas.  Turner 
c/o   Y.M.C.A.,   Oshawa 


(94)    F.  E.  Stevenson 
Maple  Creek,   Sask. 


(95)    Ivy  Strange 
Gen.  Del.,   Kamloops,   B.C. 


(98)    Doris   White  (99)    Carmel  Baldacchino  (100)    Marie   Laton 

32  Phipps  St.,  Toronto  517  Quebec  Ave..  Toronto  28  Monteith,  Toronto 


(96)    Mervyn   Willard  (97)    Teddie   Ashton 

377   St.  James  St.,   Montreal  323  Euclid  Ave.,  Toronto 

(Clip  out  neatly) 

500     VOTE     COUPON 

Moving   Picture   Contest   Dep't,  Goblin   Magazine, 
86  Adelaide   St.  E.,  Toronto  2,   Ont. 

COOP    FOR   500   VOTES 

Candidate's  Name 

Picture  No. 

Name  of  person  sending  this  coupon  

Address 

This  coupon  when  neatly  clipped  and  brought  or  mailed 
to  the  Contest  Department  will  count  for  the  candidate 
whose   name  is  written   thereon. 


26 


<3gLB&LTC3 


free  speech 


Goblin  gives 
a  prize  of  five 
dollars  for 
the  best  letter 
p  u bl  i  shed 
each  month. 
No  attention 
Will  be  paid 
to  anony- 
mous letters. 


$5.00  Prize-Winning  Letter 

Red  Deer,  Alta., 

May  10th,  1928. 
Goblin   Magazine, 
Toronto. 

Dear  Sir: 

I  was  very  much  disappointed  over  the 
result  of  the  contest.  In  fact,  I  was  so 
sure  of  getting  it,  being  so  good  at  figures, 
that  1  knew  I  had  one.  You  see,  I'm  a 
dietician  and  so  study  figures  and  can 
tell  at  once  what  people  eight.  I  dress  up 
to  nines,  altho'  I  keep  my  room  perhaps 
at  sixes  and  sevens.  I  was  really  very 
disappointed.  I  have  a  great  fault — 
instead  of  putting  two  and  two  together 
to  get  four,  sad  to  say,  I  can  often  make 
it  three  or  five.  Still,  I  have  your  splendid 
magazine. 

Yours  truly, 
C.  B. 
*       *       * 

A  Bas  False  Modesty- 
Axe  Lake,  May  12,  1928. 
Editor  of  Goblin, 
Toronto,  Ont. 

Dear  Sir: 

I  would  like  to  enquire  about  the  chap 
whose  picture  adorns  the  "Free  Speech" 
page.  Why  are  his  shoulders  thus?  And 
are  there  human  ashes  in  the  urn  or  does 
it  but  hold  cigarette  butts?  And  why  is 
he  so  proud  of  it? 

Has  he  put  enough  in  the  bank  this 
winter  to  get  a  few  more  clothes;  he'll 
need  it  now  since  spring  is  so  far  behind 
The  hoary  headed  old  winter  likes  to 
linger  longer  in  the  lap  of  spring  (as  a 
poet  said)  but  what  an  old  fellow  like 
that  wants  with  a  lap  is  beyond  us.  The 
poor  fellow  of  the  picture  needs  something 
but  looks  happy  nevertheless.  Is  it  that 
he  works  too  hard  that  he  requires  so  few 
clot'hes  or  do  people  make  it  hot  for  him. 
generally? 

Your   inquisitive   friend. 

M.  Black. 


What  Is  a  GOOD  Nightmare? 

R.  2,  Foristell,  Mo., 
Goblin,  June  8th,  1928. 

Toronto,  Canada. 
Gentlemen: 

Let  me  suggest  a  "Best  Nightmare" 
contest.  It  ought  to  be  interesting  and 
amusing.  Most  of  us  do  probably  not 
believe  in  ghosts,  but  many  of  us  are 
necessarily  believers  in  nightmares.  So 
let's  have  the  best  of  these.  What  do  you 
think?  Respectfully, 

Herbert  F.   Bechtold. 


Theatres  Boost  the  Contest 

/"lOBLIN'S  offer  to  secure  and 
finance  some  Canadian  to 
go  to  Hollywood,  there  to  be 
guaranteed  a  part  in  a  feature 
production  of  the  Universal  Film 
Company,  is  arousing  tremen- 
dous interest  throughout  the 
Dominion.  An  evidence  of  this 
fact  is  seen  in  the  offer  of 
Mr.  Jules  Wolfe,  representing  a 
number  of  the  largest  Toronto 
neighborhood  theatres,  to  co- 
operate with  this  magazine. 
Goblin  takes  pleasure  in  ac- 
cepting this  offer  and  announces 
that  the  progress  of  the  contest 
may  be  followed  from  week  to 
week  at  the  following  theatres: 
Christie,  Danforth,  Beaver, 
York,  Prince  of  Wales,  Grover, 
Eastwood,  Gerrard,  Paulton, 
Teck. 

m 


A  Package  from  Paris 

320  Waverley  Street, 

Ottawa,  May  22  1928. 
The  Goblin  Magazine, 
Toronto. 
Dear  Mr.  Editor: 

Your  "Free  Speech"  Editor  must  indeed 
be  in  a  quandary.  What  with  some  of 
your  subscribers  describing  your  magazine 
as  "rotten,"  others  praising  it — in  which 
class  I  am  pleased  to  include  myself — and 
now  the  dire  threat  of  this  self-styled 
pious  bird  from  Lillooet,  B.C.  We  never 
knew  such  a  place  was  on  the  map.  I  am 
glad  to  know  his  name  and  address,  which 
I  am  preserving  until  the  next  war,  or 
until  my  next  visit  to  Paris,  when  I  will 
send  him  a  bunch  of  French  postal  cards. 
If  he  objects  to  such  art  combined  with 
humor  as  depicted  in  the  "objectionable" 
pictures,  he  will  surely  blow  a  rib  out 
when  he  receives  the  French  cards. 

Do  not  be  downhearted,  Mr.  Editor. 
Mr.  Hansen  expressed  the  opinion  of 
95%  or  more  of  your  subscribers,  and  the 


possible  loss  of  a  few  subscriptions  in  the 
vicinity  of  Lillooet  will  be  more  than 
made  up  for  in  the  course  of  your  next 
contest. 

With   sincere   best   wishes. 

Yours  faithfully, 

C.  D.  Spittal. 
P.S. — I  enjoy  these  contests  very  much, 
whether  I  win  or  lose.  They  are  the  best 
puzzles  I  have  seen,  and  quite  in  accord 
with  your  straightforward  business 
methods. 

C.  D.  S. 
*       *       * 

Lots  of  Icing,  Please! 

Winnipeg,  Man., 

June  12th,  1928. 
Goblin  Editor, 

Toronto. 
Dear  Sir: 

Of  all  the  moronic,  inane,  childish  out- 
bursts, your  last  issue  takes  the  cake. 
Why  don't  you  subscribe  to  Punch  and 
get  an  inkling  of  what  real  humor  con- 
sists of? 

Old  Country. 

*  *       * 

Hands  Across  the  Counter 

Chateau  Laurier, 

Quebec,  June  10,  1928. 
The  Editor, 
Goblin, 
Toronto. 
Dear  Sir: 

In  your  June  issue  you  carried  a  cartoon 
depicting  Jack  Canuck  greeting  an 
American  tourist,  in  the  person  of  an 
attractive  girl.  Your  caption  is  "A 
Companionate  Marriage."  Surely  you 
must  know  that  the  major  condition  of 
the  companionate  marriage  is  that  there 
be  no  children?  The  children  of  the 
annual  American  tourist  invasion  are 
amity,  understanding,  and  cash  in  the 
tills  of  Canadian  firms.  We  like  to  think 
that  many  a  prototype  of  Miss  America 
regards  this  as  her  real  home  and  only 
returns  to  the  States  for  a  "vacation." 
Yours  truly, 

J.  Paul  Stevens. 

*  *        * 

A  Parodying  Portia 

Dear  Goblin: 

The  quality  of  mercy  is  not  strained 
It  falls  as  the  gentle  rain  from  heaven 
Upon   the   dubs   beneath;   therefore   be 

merciful 
To  all  the  boobs  who  pour  abuse  on  you. 
Perhaps  they  surfer  from  dyspepsia 
Or  are  the  sort  who  love  to  pan  the  best. 
Some  men  there  are,  love  not  a  painted 

face; 
Others  are  mad    when    they  behold  a 

sheik; 
While    others,    when    they    read    our 

sparkling  Goblin, 
Cannot  contain   themselves.     There   is 

no  reason 
Why  he  cannot  abide  a  frescoed  face, 
Why    he    a    lounging    indolent    young 

sheik, 
Why  he  a  bunch  of  fun,  but,  so  it  seems 
He,  having  a  much  distorted  sense  of 

humor 
Must    needs,     maliciously,     take    keen 

delight 
In   heaping  insults  libellous  and   mean 
Upon  the  funniest  book  in  circulation. 
Yours  truly, 

Jean  Cunningham, 

Alliston,  Ontario. 

{Continued  on  page  28) 
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What  Price  Beauty? 

According  to  the  magazines 
You  all  can  look  like  movie  queens, 
Just  use  this,  or  just  try  that, 
There's  no  excuse  for  being  fat. 

Then  there's  "a  skin  you  love  to 

touch," 
A  dime  a  bar,  now  that's  not  much; 
And  if,  perchance,  you  use  Pond's 

cream, 
Your    skin    will    soon    become 

supreme. 

Your  praise  of  Hudnut's  now  is  due, 

For  the  "eyes  of  men  all  follow 
you." 

Your  hands  won't  have  that  "dish- 
pan  look" 

If  you  follow  instructions  in  the 
Lux  book. 

Your   hair  can   be  your  crowning 

glory, 
If  you  believe  in  the  "Fairy  Story." 
Guerlain's  perfume  will  help,   I'm 

sure 
To  add  to  your  entrancing  lure. 

What  more  can  mortal  woman  ask, 
Than  in  such  loveliness  to  bask? 
And  Beauty's  price  is  very  low 
At  least  the  ads  all  tell  us  so. 

—  Wampus. 

♦  ♦     # 

Unbearable 

Visiting  M.D.:  "Farmer  Brown, 
I'm  afraid  I  can't  come  out  to  see 
you  any  more." 

Farmer  (worried):  "Why,  what's 
the  matter,  Doctor?" 

M.D.:    "Why,  every  single  time 

I  come  out  your  ducks  insult  me." 

- — Pennsylvania  Punch  Bowl. 

♦  ♦  3f( 

City  Boarder:  "Milking  the 
cow?" 

Hiram:  "Naw,  just  feeling  her 
pulse." 

—Log. 

Lazy 

"Got  any  bites?" 
"No.      I    don't   think   me   worm 
is  half  tryin'." 

- — Lampoon. 

*  *      * 

Financial  Advice 

"All  right,  I'll  lend  you  the 
money  if  you  promise  not  to  worry 
about  paying  me  back." 

"Why?" 

"Well,  there's  no  use  for  both  of 
us  to  worry."  — Ghost. 
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BROCK  and  ST.  LAWRENCE 

Aeroweight  Felts 

Lighter — Cooler — More  Comfortable  Than  Straws 


Human 


A  BROKER  reports  that  hav- 
ing spent  most  of  his  lunch 
hour  watching  two  safe-hoistings 
last  Wednesday,  he  was  made  late 
for  an  appointment  by  a  group  of 
seven  tough  gentlemen  preparing  to 
lift  an  enormous  piano  into  a  hotel. 
There  was  dissension  among  the 
crew.  The  principal  lifter,  a  large- 
type  edition  of  Jess  Willard,  was 
obviously  sullen.  He  would  spit 
upon  his  honest  hands,  stoop  pave- 
ward  and  take  hold,  but  each  time 
he  got  the  big  box  almost  far 
enough  off  the  sidewalk  for  his 
assistants  to  slip  a  rope  under  it, 
his  strength  left  him  and  he  would 
drop  it  back. 

"For  the  love  of  Gabriel,"  snarled 
the  foreman,  "will  ya  stop  stallin' 
and  lift  up  that  box?" 


"Lissen,"  said  the  Samson,  "how 
the  hell — lissen.  ...  I  can't  rassel 
no  boxes  with  all  these  skirts  goin' 
by.  If  you  go  down  to  the  corner 
and  hold  all  these  swell  dames 
back  for  a  minute  and  somebody 
goes  up  the  street  and  heads  'em 
off  there  I'll  throw  the  box  up- 
stairs for  ya." 


Too  True 

Prof.:  "Mr.  Hackley,  will  you 
please  awaken  Mr.  Lamb  and  ask 
him  to  close  the  window?" 

Mr.  Lamb:  "Aw,  tell  him  to 
close  it  himself — I  ain't  gettin'  no 
janitor's  salary." 

Prof,  (sadly):  "Alas,  neither 
am  I." 

—  Wampus. 
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better  Sandwiches  and  Salads 


fe 


'e  have  never 
known  of  a  new  food 
product  to  become 
popular  so  quickly.  It 
seems  to  please  every- 
one's taste.  You  would 
never  guess  it,  but  Kay 
is  mostly  cheese — 
snow-white,  rich,  fluffy 


— Kraft  Cream  Cheese. 
To  it  we  have  added 
relish  and  choice  spices 
(no  meat  or  oils)  that 
make  Kay  a  new  pro- 
duct with  a  new  flavor 
extremely  delightful. 
Try  it,  it's  wonder- 
fully good. 


KRAFT  |»  FOODS 
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Free  Speech 

(Continued  from  page  26) 


The  Sandwich 

Box  986, 

North  Sydney, 

Nova  Scotia. 
The  Goblin  is  much  like  a  sandwich. 
The  covers  resemble  the  bread. 
Concealing    the    good    things    it's  stuffed 
with. 
Until  it  is  opened — (and  read). 
On     the     outside,     one     guesses    what's 
inside. 
The  inside  keeps  a  fellow  a-glow, 
"Tripe,"     "olives,"    "nuts" — "spicy    red 
pepper?" 
P'raps  'tis,  and  p'raps  'taint — I  dunno. 
Katherine  F.  Macdonald. 
•       *       • 

A  Suggestion 

Penetanguishene,  Ontario, 

April  12,   1928. 
The  Goblin  Magazine, 

170  Bay  Street. 
Toronto. 
Dear  Sirs: 

....  If  you  who  lost  your  contest 
and  are  bemoaning  the  fact  of  having  to 
read  this  "awful  stuff"  for  a  couple  of 
years,  could  be  big  enough  to  just  pass 
your  copies  on  to  some  friend  who  has 
a  sense  of  humor,  without  bothering  to 
read  the  "bunk"  first,  you  might  get 
enough  compensation  out  of  it  in  this 
way,  to  help  some.  Anyway,  why  knock 
a  steadily-improving  not-half-bad  little 
Canadian    magazine?      We   so   frequently 


hear  the  remark  that  Canada  is  lacking  in 
enterprise  as  compared  with  our  neigh- 
bours to  the  South.  If  Canadians  were 
a  little  more  tolerant  and  a  little  less 
critical  of  a  concern  in  its  initial  stages — 
even  though  it  proved  to  be  a  Goblin, 
we  might  make  a  better  showing. 
Yours  truly. 

E.  M.  Keeler. 


What's  Wrong 

Maryfield,  Sask. 
The  Goblin  Magazine, 

170  Bay  Street, 
Toronto. 
Dear  Sirs: 

What  is  wrong  with  the  Goblin?  Why 
all  the  letters  saying  Goblin  is  no  good? 
I  think  some  ot  the  writers  want  some- 
thing to  criticize,  or  else  are  afraid  to 
laugh.  Don't  we  need  some  recreation, 
some  time  to  turn  aside  from  serious 
things  and  have  some  humour.  We  pay 
to  see  a  movie  and  from  many  we  get  a 
smile.  Why  not  spend  a  half-hour  with 
Goblin,  which  would  surely  be  a  half- 
hour  of  laughs  for  anyone.  What  if  you 
do  poke  fun  at  college  students,  they,  as 
well  as  everyone  else,  want  something  to 
wake  them  up,  so  they  turn  aside  from 
some  of  the  foolish  things  they  do. 

"Here's  to  Goblin,  the  book  of  laughs." 
Yours  truly, 

W.  H.  Meiamer 


The  Way  of  All  Gold  Fish 

Dear  Sir: 

.  .  .  Just  think  of  all  the  money  I 
spent  on  learning  to  drive  in  anticipation 
of  winning  your  car.  Gone  the  way  of 
all  gold  fish.  And  now  I  have  rented  the 
garage.  So  such  a  difficult  puzzle  I  could 
not  win.  Could  Goblin  stage  a  more 
simple  one — such  as  debate  on  "Women 
do  more  good  in  the  world  than  men," 
or    "Should  bald  heads  be  buttered?" 

That  reminds  me  I  must  get  lunch 
ready. 

Thanking  you  for  your  brilliant  and 
clever  magazine. 

I    am,  Yours   truly, 

M.  Black. 
80  Wallace  Avenue, 

Toronto,  Can. 

*       *       » 

A  So-called  Slam 

The  Culverhouse  Optical  Company, 
6  Richmond  Street  East,  Toronto. 
May  12th,  1928. 
Editor  of  Goblin, 

Toronto. 
Dear  Sir: 

In  reading  over  your  last  few  issues  of 
your  so-called  comic  paper,  I  was  reminded 
of  an  incident  which  happened  while 
travelling  westward  through  the  province. 

A  learned  friend  and  myself  were  seated 
on  the  rear  platform  of  the  observation 
car,  and  having  stopped  at  one  of  the 
smaller  stations  to  take  on  passengers,  we 
were  pulling  out  when  a  small  yellow  cur 
of  unknown  breed  and  showing  very 
little  signs  of  friendly  care — just  dog- 
started  up  the  track  after  us  with  the 
usual  yap,  yap,  of  this  type,  making  a 
splendid  attempt  to  catch  us. 

I  jokingly  remarked  to  my  friend  on 
the  likelihood  of  his  being  able  to  overhaul 
us,  and  he  came  right  back  with  the 
rejoinder  of  "I  wonder  if  he  knows  what 
he  will  do  with  it  when  he  does  catch  it?" 

This  is  about  the  fix  most  or  us  are  in 
when  we  receive  each  copy  of  your  so- 
called  comic.  Do  we  know  what  to  do 
with  it  when  we  have  it?  Is  it  safe  to 
place  on  your  office  table  and  have  your 
patients  think  you  are  the  low-brow  type 
for  having  this  kind  of  obscene  literature 
around,  or  take  it  home  and  have  your 
wife  scold  you  for  your  vile  tastes,  and 
your  waste  of  money,  or  immediately  con- 
fine it  to  the  garbage  along  with  the  other 
rotten  things? 

Trusting   that   the  slamming   you   are 
getting  will  cause  you   to  elevate  your 
tastes  in  art  and  literature,  I  am. 
Yours  for  betterment, 

J.  G.  Collinson. 


Throw  Away 
Dull  Blade* 


The  Vertex  sharpener 
puts  a  keen  edg*e  on  any 

blade -quickly-  easily-best 
sharpener  for  Gillette  pattern 
and  Auto  Strop  Blades. 

VERTEX  RAZOR 
BLADE  SHARPENER 

Does  tht  trick  in  5  seconds 
A  few  strokes  rnakea  dull  blades  new. 
Vertex  Sharpener  lasts  a  lifetime — 
experts    acclaim    "Vertex"     quickest, 
simplest    and    belt     sharpener 
known.    Scienti6cally  correct— sares 
dollars  in  blades.    Complete,  $1.60 
handle  and  sharpener,   postage  paid 
get  one  now  t  t 
VERTEX    SALES    AGENCY 
23  Soott  St..  Toronto  2 
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Write  at 

Once 
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Foolish  Questions 

A  minister,  while  passing  a 
group  of  convicts  at  work  on  the 
country  roads,  became  very  much 
depressed  at  the  wickedness  of  the 
world. 

"My  good  men,"  he  exhorted, 
"we  should  strive  to  mend  our 
ways." 

"Well,  wotinell  you  think  we're 
doing,"  asked  No.  3289,  "digging 
fishworms?" 

— Buccaneer. 

*  *        * 

Too  Much 

Warden:  'What  made  you  beat 
up  your  cellmate  the  way  you  did?" 

Convict:  "Aw,  day  guy  gits  wise 
wit  me." 

Warden:  "What's  he  done  to  you 
now?" 

Convict:  "Tore  de  leaf  off'n  de 
calendar,  and  it  wuz  my  toin." 

— Lehigh  Burr. 

*  *        * 

Don't  Trouble  Yourself 

Tramp:  "Mornin*  ma'am,  kin  I 
cut  your  grass  for  my  dinner?" 

Kind  Old  Lady:  "Of  course,  but 
you  don't  need  to  cut  it;  eat  it  just 
as  it  is." 

—M.I.T.   Voo  Doo. 

*  *       * 

"Come  walk  with  me.  We  will 
pick   violets." 

"But  there  are  no  violets  at  this 
time  of  the  year." 

"Heck,  I  must  have  prepared  the 
wrong  lesson." 

— Puppet. 

*  *        * 

A  Strange  Case 

Talkative  Woman  (on  board 
ship):  "Can  you  swim?" 

Sailor:  "Only  at  times,  ma'am." 

Talkative  Woman:  "Only  at 
times!  How  strange!  And  when 
do  these  moments  of  ability  come 
to  you?" 

Sailor:  "In  the  water,  ma'am." 

— Virginia  Reel. 

*  *        * 

Business  Ethics 

"Oo-hoo!  I  saw  you  kiss  Sis!" 
cried  one  of  those  small  brothers, 
suddenly  materializing  from  no- 
where at  all. 

"Er-ah — here's  a  quarter,  my 
little  man,"  offered  the  embarrassed 
suitor. 

"And  here's  fifteen  cents 
change,"  countered  the  little  man. 
"One  price  to  all — that's  the  way 
I  do  business."  — Cynic. 
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PICCADILLY 


IT  IS  a  mark  of  good 
taste  on  the  part  of 
any  smoker  to  prefer 
Piccadilly.  Men  of  prom- 
inence—  men  whose  pref- 
erences set  the  standards 
for  the  nation — smoke 
Piccadilly. 


In  patent  hermetic  tins 
at  twenty-five  cents. 
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THE  ARISTOCRAT  OF  HIGHJSPEED  MOTORS 

More  and  more  are  leading  builders  of  high'grade  power  boats  standard- 
izing on  theKermath  Big  6  in  either  the  100.  125  or  150  H.P.  Models.  And  they 
do  this  solely  for  one  reason — in  competition  Kermath  out  performs  the  field. 
The  following  telegram  from  the  Banfield  Sea  Skiff  Works  is  typical: 

"Test  just  completed  with  150  RP.  Kermath  in  our  32-foot  cruiser  shows 
speed  of  30  miles  per  hour.  This  is  remarkable  performance  and  we  give 
you  all  the  credit  in  the  world  for  turning  out  such  a  motor." 

Send  for  the  new  Kermath  catalogue.        Write  for  your  copy  to-day. 

KERMATH  MANUFACTURING  COMPANY 

5867  Commonwealth  Ave..  Detroit.  Mich.  90  King  St.  W..  Toronto.  Ont. 


"A   Kermath 
Always  Rum" 
3( 
150 
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TWO   PORTRAITS 


ON  the  left  are  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Henry  J.  Calthorpe 
of  Beverly  Place.  Mr.  Calthorpe  has  made  his 
money  through  the  hard  school  of  experience 
and  on  his  way  up  the  ladder  he  has  observed  and 
reflected.  Now  he  has  his  convictions.  Perhaps  his 
enemies  might  regard  him  as  "opinionated,"  but 
Mr.  and  Mrs.  Calthorpe  feel  that  the  lessons  learned 
a  score  and  a  half  years  ago  should  not  be  forgotten. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Henry  J.  Calthorpe  are  on  a  shopping 
expedition.  Mr.  Calthorpe  will  call  at  his  haber- 
dasher's and  he  will  buy  a  gray  cravat.  There  may 
be  other  haberdashers  and  other  colours  in  cravats, 
but  for  ten  years  it  has  mattered  little  to  Mr.  Cal- 
thorpe. Mrs.  Calthorpe  will  buy  a  pair  of  shoes 
from  "Dear  Miss  Dean."  Miss  Dean  is  just  a  little 
deaf,  but  she  heard  perfectly  in  the  days  when  Mrs. 
Calthorpe  first  became  her  regular  customer.  Old 
fogies?  Not  a  bit  of  it!  But  they  "know  what  they 
know"  and  that's  that. 


ON  the  right  is  young  Harry  Calthorpe  and  his  wife.  They  are  returning  from  the 
game.  For  though  Harry  is  only  thirty-two  he  manages  to  combine  a  successful  busi- 
ness career  with  leisure  for  recreation.  Harry  can  tell  you  the  latest  quotation  from 
the  current  play  success  or  "the  market."  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Harry  and  their  friends  are  a  gay  and 
enthusiastic  group.  They  meet  frequently,  exchanging  cigarettes  and  ideas  in  their  well-appointed 
homes.  "Old"  Mrs.  Calthorpe  is  a  little  worried  about  the  young  people.  These  new  wrinkles 
may  get  them  into  trouble,  she  fears.  What  if  that  electric  refrigerator  should  blow  up  some 
time? 

Harry  and  his  wife  do  many  things  the  older 
people  have  not  had  time  for  or  have  not  thought 
worth  while.  For  instance,  they  belong  to  more 
clubs  than  they  can  possibly  use,  the  second  car  for 
Mrs.  Harry  is  hardly  essential,  and  as  for  their 
youngsters,  of  course  they  are  being  hopelessly  spoilt. 
These  are  the  spenders,  the  buyers  of  advertised 
products.  Among  other  things,  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Harry 
subscribe  to  GOBLIN,  which  is  not  extraordinary,  for 
in  its  pages  they  find  just  that  keen,  wide-awake 
atmosphere,  that  zest  of  living,  which  is  a  true 
reflection  of  their  own  personalities. 

GOBLIN  represents  the  attention  of  more  than 
40,000  eager-minded,  receptive  and  charming  people. 


170  Bay  Street 
Toronto  2 


G9BLIN 

Canada's  National  Humorous  Monthly 
(Member  A. B.C.) 


Telephones : 
Elgin  1502  and  4044 
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"Fefore  coming  to  you  I  went  'o 
Lr.  Svarez." 

"What  sily  advice  did  he  give 
you?" 

"He  told  me  to  come  to  you." 

— Buen  Humor,  Madrid. 

Testament 

pHIL  can  have  my  fiddle, 

John  can  have  my  cat, 
Dan  can  have  overshoes 
And  high  silk  hat. 

Bi  1  can  have  my  neckties, 
He  wore  them,  anyway. 

^nd  Tom  can  keep  the  book  he 
took 
To  keep  for  just  a  day. 

But  nobody  can  ever  have 

Three  white  hours, 
Unless  they  come  where  I  shall 
lie 

And  pluck  them  in  the  flowers. 

STEPHEN   MOON. 

*         *         * 

Small  Boy:  "What  is  college- 
bred,  Pop?" 

Pop  (with  daughter  in  college): 
"They  make  college-bred,  my  boy, 
from  the  flour  of  youth  and  the 
dough  of  old  age." 

— Stone  Mill. 

*  *      * 

Too  Much  Is  Enough 

Judge:  "If  I  grant  you  this 
divorce,  do  you  want  to  get 
married  again?" 

Liza:  "No,  suh;  Ah  wants  that 
papah  to  say — 'Withdrawn  from 
circulation.' 

-Froth. 

*  *      * 

Grover  C.  Darrow,  commissioner  of 
public  safety,  to-day  issued  an  order 
for  the  members  of  the  traffic  division 
of  the  police  bureau  to  don  their 
summer  apparel  while  on  duty,  com- 
prising a  large  straw  hat,  white  shirt 
and  black  tie. 

Schenectady  (N.Y).  News. 

Further   messing    up    the   traffic 

problem. 


If  you  Want  a 

^w  delight! 

There  are  millions  who  use  Salada 
and  know  the  incomparable  satisfac- 
tion which  each  delicious  cup  gives. 
There  are  also  many  who  have  never 
tried  this  wonderful  brand.  If  you 
are  one  of  these,  write  your  name  and 
address  on  this  advertisement,  state 
the  kind  of  tea  you  now  use  and  how 
much  you  pay  for  it,  and  mail  to  the 
Salada  Tea  Company  of  Canada  Limit' 
ed,  461  King  St.  W.,  Toronto.  We  will 
send  you,  by  return,  a  iq-cup  trial  pack' 
age  of  Salada  for  you  to  enjoy,  at  our 
expense.  Also  copies  of  our  famous 
booklets  "Cup  Reading"  and  the  "Art 
of  Correct  Tea  Making." 


"SALADA" 

TEA 
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T^  Herbert 

larexton 

Smoking   Mixture 


Here  is  good  news.      Care- 
fully selected  leaf,  blended  to 
burn  slowly,  to  impart    a 
more  satisfying  flavor,    to 
give    a    c-o-o-o-1 , 
m-i-i-1-d  smoke.     That 
is  why  Herbert  Tarey- 
ton     makes     lasting 
friends. 


23^,n  Heavy  Foil  Wrapper 
Hermetically  Sealed 

There's  SOMETHING  about  it  youll  like/' 
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The  Canadian  National  Exhibition  is  the  world's  largest 
spectacle;  attracting  more  people  than  any  fair  or  exposition; 
displaying  almost  eCery  k,noWn  product;  costing  annually  to 
stage  over  SI ,000,000;  and  representing  a  land  and  building 
Calue  of  $15,000,000. 

AT  the  1928  Canadian  National  Exhibition, 
everyone  may  certainly  expect  a  more  enter- 
taining, delightful  and  diversified  pro- 
gramme  than  ever  before  to  fittingly  mark  this 
50th  Anniversary  Year. 

Here  are  a  few  of  the  hundreds  of  features:  H.  M. 
Royal  Air  Force  Band  (England)  and  other  famed 
musical  organizations;  1,500  performers  on  world's 
largest  stage;  Famed  2,200  Voice  Exhibition 
Chorus;  First  Showing  1929  Motor  Cars;  Inter- 
national Air  Craft  Display;  and  the  outstanding 
Sporting  Event  of  the  if  ear — 

The  3rd  Wrigley 
Marathon  Swim 

for  the  World  Championship,  $50,000  purse;  and 
an  Amateur  Sports  Programme  rivalling  an 
Olympiad. 


Write  for  descriptive  folders 


Thomas  Bradshaw, 

President 

H.  W.  Waters. 

General  Manager 


Books 

(Continued from  page  22) 

Of  the  youth  beware  of  these,  ful    subtlety    makes   sure  none  are 

For   some   of  them   might    rudely     missed. 
squeeze 

And  bite  your  cheek,  then  songs  or      [OVERS  of   "Alice   in    Wonder- 
glees  land"  who  are   impressed  with 

the  spectacle  of  life  in  the  United 
States  and  its  reflection  in  our  own 
habits,  will  enjoy  Edward  Hope's 
hilarious  burlesque,  "Alice  in  the 
Delighted  States"  {Longmans 
Green),  illustrated  in  the  true 
tradition  by   Rea   Irvin. 

Willett,  Clark  and  Colby,  the 
publishers  of  "Shoddy,"  a  novel 
by  Dan  Brummitt  exposing  the 
shoddyism  of  church  politics,  to 
be  reviewed  in  this  column  next 
issue,  have  established  a  Canadian 
office  at  319  Bay  Street  under  the 
direction  of  T.  Marshall  Meen  and 
H.  Hart  Weinreb. 

Predictions  actually  come  true 
sometimes,  I  mean  they  actually 
do,  and  the  prophecies  about 
Morley  Callaghan  published  in  a 
recent  issue  of  Goblin  are  now 
practically  facts.  The  New  "Scrib- 
ner's"  for  July  will  carry  two 
stories  by  Callaghan,  an  almost 
unprecedented  feat  on  the  part  of 
any  writer.  We  are  informed  that 
the  only  other  time  "Scribner's" 
carried  two  stories  in  the  same 
issue  by  the  same  author,  the 
writer  was  Ernest  Hemingway, 
another  Toronto  man. 


We  could  not  sing,  oh!  queen  of 
cheese. 

Wert  thou  suspended  from  bal- 
loon. 

You'd  cast  a  shade  even  at  noon, 
Foli\s  would  think,  it  was  the  moon 
About  to  fall  and  crush  them  soon. 

We  see  that  he  has  anticipated 
Dorothy  Parker  by  many  years  in 
his  epigrammatic  lines  on  Shelley. 

We  have  scarcely  time  to  tell  thee 
Of  the  strange  and  gifted  Shelley, 
Kind-hearted  man  but  ill-fated 
So    youthful,    drowned    and    cre- 
mated. 
Personally,       our       favorite      is 
James  D.  Gillis,  who  in  addition  to 
many    stout    rhymes,    wrote    the 
colossal  work  "The  Cape  Breton 
Giant,"    the    prose    biography    of 
Angus   MacAskill.      Moreover,   as 
far  as  we  know,  Gillis  is  alive  to- 
day.     Mr.    Deacon    has    handled 
his    delicate    subject    in    a    style 
notable   for   its    restraint   and   in- 
sight.      He    never    oversteps    the 
bounds  of  good  taste  to  accentuate 
his  points,  and  yet  with  a  delight- 


Goblin  Goes  to  the  Movies 


(Continued  from  page  20) 


"PARTNERS  IN  CRIME." 
— The  amusing  Wallace  Beery  and 
his  little  partner  Raymond  Hatton 
in  two  pictures — a  thrilling  crook 
drama  that  isn't  very  exciting  and 
a  slapstick  comedy  that  isn't  very 
funny — all  in  one. 

* 

Grande  Passion 

If  you  should  break  your  beauteous 

nose, 
My  love  would  perish,  I  suppose; 
Or    did    your    hair    go    limp    and 

straight, 
I  might  again  be  celibate. 
Were  you   to  slide  your  step  and 

peer, 
You'd  see  my  little  back,   I   fear; 
But  lose,  my  love,  your    soul    and 

sense — 
I  should  not  know  the  difference. 

— DOROTHY    PARKER. 


"RAMONA."— Dolores  del  Rio 
in  something  to  be  reviewed  next 
month  if  the  increasing  popularity 
of  the  song  of  the  same  name 
doesn't  keep  somebody  I  know 
away. 


Zero 

The  flapper  co-ed  went  up  to 
the  young  prof,  and  said,  "Profy 
dear,  what  are  my  marks?" 

He  put  his  arms  around  her  and 
whispered  sweet  little  nothings  in 
her  ear. 

— Wasp. 

*       *       * 

"Did  you  go  to  the  Follies?" 
"Naw,  I  happened  to  pass  by  a 

girls'  tennis  match  and  decided  it 

would  be  cheaper." 

— Carolina  Buccaneer. 
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Protect  the  Millions 
Who  Use  the  Highways 

Everyone  should  Help  in  the  Work  of 

the  Highway  Safety  Committee. 

With  the  Support  of  the 

Public  it  will  be  a 

Great  Success. 


The  Highway  Safety  Committee  has  commenced 
its  work  for  another  year.  It  is  a  large  and 
representative  body  of  men  who  live  in  various 
parts  of  the  province.  Its  work  is  dedicated  to 
save  life  and  prevent  injury  to  persons  and 
property.  Its  members  are  inspired  with 
the  necessity  of  creating  a  widespread 
consciousness  of  the  new  hazards 
which  have  been  created  by  the 
rapid  increase  of  motor  traffic.  The 
success  of  the  effort  depends  upon 
the  support  of  the  public. 

Will  you  help?  Will  you  co-operate, 
both  when  in  a  car  and  on  the  street? 
When  driving  a  car  obey  scrupulously 
the  rules  of  traffic,  and  exercise  care, 
courtesy  and  common-sense.  When  walking 
obey  traffic  rules,  too,  and  show  the  same  care, 
courtesy  and  common-sense  you  expect  from  the 
motorist. 

Co-operation  of  all  citizens,  children  and  adults 
alike,  is  needed.  Only  an  alert  and  sympathetic 
public,  both  in  town  and  country,  conscious  of  the 
dangers  arising  from  the  increased  traffic  and  deter- 
mined to  support  the  Highway  Safety  Committee 
can  prevent  the  killings,  the  maimings  and  the 
destruction  of  property  which  otherwise  will  result. 

The  volume  of  traffic  is  increasing  at  a  tremendous 
rate.  There  are  over  400,000  motor  vehicles  in 
the  province,  and  last  summer  at  a  certain  time 
the  number  of  outside  cars  on  our  streets  and 
highways  was  equally  as  great. 

Your  own  suggestions  will  be  helpful.  Please  write 
the  Highway  Safety  Committee,  Parliament  Build- 


CRRE 
COURTESY 
COMMON 

SENSE 


7  Rules  for  Safety 

You  must  observe  each  one 
scrupulously  all  the  time 

1.  Have  your  car  in  perfect 
mechanical  shape  —  particularly 
Brakes,  Steering  Gear  and 
Headlights. 

2.  Give  your  undivided  attention  to 
your  driving.  In  passing  traffic, 
be  sure  there  is  a  place  for  you 
in  the  traffic  line  ahead. 

3.  When  other  motor  vehicles  try 
to  pass  you — let  them  pass. 

■  4.  In  entering  main  streets  or  high- 
ways, or  in  approaching  a  rail- 
way crossing  where  a  full  view 
of  the  track  is  obscured — stop 
and  look. 

5.  Don't  "loaf"  where  traffic  is 
heavy. 

6.  Always  signal  before  you  slow 
down,  stop,  or  change  your 
course. 

7.  Never  back  up  before  ascertain- 
ing that  the  road  behind  is  clear. 


ings,  Toronto,  freely  with  your  well-considered 
suggestions  of  method  by  which  safety  on  the  high- 
ways can  be  promoted,  or  of  education  of  the  public 
which  you  think  the  committee  could  use  success- 
fully. 

Please  use  your  influence  in  your  community  in  the 
direction  of  obeyance  of  the  law  and  practice  of 
care,  courtesy  and  common-sense,  both  by  drivers 
and  pedestrians. 

There  are  Seven  Rules  for  Safety  which  are  being 
adopted  by  thoughtful  motorists  everywhere.  You 
are  urged  to  observe  these  rules  when  driving. 


Highway  Safety  Coirnuittee 

Executive  Committee 

Hon.  George  S.  Henry,  Minister  of  Highways,  Chairman;  J.  P.  Bickell.  Registrar  of  Motor  Vehicles.  Secretary;  Brigadier-General  D.'C.  Draper, 
Chief  of  Police.  Toronto;  W.  G.  Robertson.  Sec.-Treas.,  Ontario  Motor  League;  Thomas  Marshall,  Secretary,  Ontario  Associated  Boards  of  Trade; 
R.  M.  Smith,  Deputy  Minister  of  Highways;  Justus  Miller,  Secretary,  Border  Cities  Chamber  of  Commerce;  J.  F.  H.  Wyse,  Secretary,  Ontario 
Safety  League;  H.  K.  Carruthers,  Secretary,  Ottawa  Board  of  Trade;  Mayor  J.  Wilson,  Gananoque;  Wm.  Morrison,  Controller,  City  of  Hamilton. 
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Goblin 


Boys 

and 

Girls! 


BECOME  A  MEMBER  OF 


Goblin's  Hall  of  Fame 


Win  Fame — A  Membership  Scroll 


Can  you  tell  a  funny  story?  Have  you  ever  drawn  a  man  that 
didn't  look  like  a  flag  pole?  Good!  Because  Goblin  two  months  from 
now  is  going  to  begin  publishing  a  "Hall  of  Fame  Page''  to  be  entirely 
the  work  of  new  writers  and  artists.  Boys  and  girls,  if  you  have  any 
good  jokes  to  get  off  your  chest  or  if,  better  still,  you  can  illustrate  a 
humorous  incident  by  a  pen  and  ink  drawing,  send  in  your  entries  to 
the  new  Hall  of  Fame  Page. 

Goblin  will  publish  each  month  the  names  and  addresses  of  the 
successful  contributors  to  this  page,  and  will  mail  you  a  handsome  Scroll 
indicating  your  admission  to  this  brilliant  gathering  of  young  Canadian 
writers  and  artists. 

Admission  to  membership  in  Goblin's  Hall  of  Fame  will  be  most 
exclusive — it  will  consist  of  the  brightest  boys  and  girls  in  the  entire 
Dominion — a  distinct    honor,    and  one  well  worth  striving  to  achieve. 

Get  out  your  pens  and  pencils  now  and  send  us  your  best  jokes  and 
drawings.  Win  the  recognition  which  will  come  from  having  your 
work  published  in  this  magazine.  Win  the  Scroll  of  Honor  which  will 
identify  you  as  a  member  of  Goblin's  Hall  of  Fame. 

After  becoming  enrolled  as  a  member  of  Goblin's  Hall  of  Fame, 
we  will  tell  you  how  you  may  win  a  beautiful  jewel-crested  boys'  or 
girls'  Pen-Knife  embossed  with  the  Hall  of  Fame  Emblem — but  as  there 
are  no  members  yet  that  must  remain  a  secret  until  after  the  first  page 
of   contributions   appears. 

Keep  a  record  of  your  contributions  as  no  manuscripts  or  drawings 
will  be  returned  and  no  correspondence  can  be  entered  into  regarding 
membership  in  the  Hall  of  Fame. 

Address  contributions  to:  Hall  of  Fame  Editor,  Goblin  Magazine, 
86  East  Adelaide  Street,  Toronto  2,  Ontario,  Canada. 


Gardener  Needs   Rubber   Rake 
If  Wife  Calls  a  Spade  a  Spade 

PHE  garden  ought  to  be  coming 
along  nicely  by  now,  if  the 
gardener  and  his  wife  have  done 
their  work  properly.  The  success 
of  the  average  amateur  gardener 
depends,  of  course,  on  his  choice 
of  a  wife,  for  it  is  upon  the  wife 
that  a  great  deal  of  the  garden's 
success  depends.  If  a  man  who  is 
fond  of  having  his  own  kitchen 
garden  marries  a  wife  who  is 
unwilling  to  do  her  share  of  putting 
the  garden  "over,''  as  the  slang 
phrase  goes,  he  is  in  for  "it,"  as 
another  slang  phrase  has  it. 

The  wife  of  a  gardener  ought  to 
be  willing  to  plough,  furrow,  plant, 
rake  and  weed  the  garden,  as  well 
as  tend  the  young  cabbage  plants 
and  keep  the  potato  bugs  in  leash. 
What,  then,  is  the  function  of  the 
gardener  himself?  one  may  well 
ask.  It  is  this:  While  the  wife 
does  these  auxiliary  tasks  the 
gardener  should  be  seated  in  some 
appropriate  garden  chair  nearby, 
smoking.  Smoking  is  necessary  to 
the  successful  kitchen  garden.  It 
keeps  insects  away.  The  smoke 
blown  by  the  husband  into  the 
air  as  the  wife  pulls  the  plough 
along  the  furrow  not  only  frightens 
but  annoys  any  unscrupulous  in- 
sects that  may  be  lurking  in  the 
vicinity,  nursing  predatory  designs 
on  the  gardener's  tomato  plants  in 
their  depraved  minds. 

Of  course,  this  plan  is  based 
entirely  on  the  assumption  that 
you  do  not  want  insects  in  your 
garden.  A  liberal-minded  wife 
may  reason  the  thing  out  and  say 
to  herself:  "Well,  after  all  is  said 
and  done  I  think  we  ought  to  be 
fair  to  insects.  A  great  many  in- 
sects are  valuable  allies  of  man. 
The  bee,  for  instance,  furnishes 
us  with  honey,  which,  when  mixed 
with  a  third  Scotch,  the  white  of 
an  egg  and  a  dash  of  bitters,  makes 
an  excellent  cocktail.  Now,  I 
allow  my  husband  in  the  garden. 
Why,  then,  should  I  bar  insects?" 

There  is  not  much  you  can  do 
with  a  woman  who  reasons  like 
this.  Perhaps  a  divorce  would  be 
the  wisest  solution  of  the  problem. 
Or  perhaps  you  are  one  of  those 
fortunate  wives  who  have  a  hus- 
band   who   furnishes   honey. 

It  cannot  be  denied  that  some 
kinds     of     insects     do    set    off     a 
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garden.  For  instance,  the  sight  of 
a  gorgeously  colored  caterpillar 
preening  itself  on  an  emerald  leaf, 
or  insinuating  itself  in  its  inimitable 
undulating  fashion  along  some  path 
of  sedately  gray  gravel  does  add  to 
the  appearance  of  your  garden. 

The  milder  types  of  wasp  do 
no  particular  harm  either.  It  is 
well,  however,  if  one  plans  a 
garden  with  wasps  to  engage  also 
the  services  of  a  trained  wasper 
(person  who  knows  how  to  handle 
wasps)  in  order  that  misunder- 
standings and  useless  heartaches 
and  tears  may  be  avoided.  For 
a  wasp  does  not  like  to  be  sat 
upon,  my  dear  friends.  He  does 
not  even  like  it  if,  in  a  spirit  of 
play,  you  threaten  to  sit  upon  him. 
Furthermore,  wasps  are  clannish 
and  his  friends  and  relatives,  who 
are  invariably  numerous,  always 
rush  to  his  assistance  when  they 
hear  the  slightly  pettish  "Z-b- 
zzzz!  '  that  a  wasp  emits  when 
about  to  be  sat  upon. 

The  so-called  problem  of  weeds 
is  not  a  problem  at  all,  although 
every  variety  except  widow's  is  to 
be  found  in  every  amateur's  garden 
patch. 

Horticulturally,  a  weed  is  a 
plant  growing  in  cultivated  ground 
to  the  injury  of  the  desired  vegeta- 
tion or  to  the  disfigurement  of  the 
ensemble.  But  a  weed  in  one  place 
is  not  a  weed  in  another.  One  man's 
weed  may  well  be  the  chief  in- 
gredient of  another  man's  dande- 
lion wine  and  often  is. 

So,  instead  of  weeping  about 
weeds  and  calling  them  noxious 
and  worse,  the  gardeners  should 
get  together  and  put  each  weed 
in  its  proper  place  by  transplanta- 
tion. 

There  is  just  one  more  point  I 
want  to  mention  before  I  close,  and 
that  is  the  rake.  The  garden  rake 
is  important  for  it  is  the  weapon 
generally  used  by  the  husband 
or  wife  in  the  attack  which  only 
too  often  follows  a  dispute  as  to 
whether  the  onions  have  been 
planted  upside  down  or  the  cab- 
bages planted  at  all.  Therefore 
it  is  better  not  to  use  a  rake 
that  will  scar  a  wife  or  husband. 
Equip  yourself  with  a  rake  of  rub- 
ber or,  if  that  cannot  be  obtained 
(and  I  am  telling  you  confidentially 
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1129  Cool  ShaveS/ 

from  One  Sinale  Blade/ 

Another  triumph  for  KRISS-KROSS— The 
Amazing  Shaving  Invention  That  Makes  Old 
Razor  Blades  Keener  Than  New!  Mr.  T. 
Liddle,  of  Illinois,  writes: — "I  have  been  using 
one  of  your  strappers  since  May,  1924.  I 
shave  every  morning  and  am  STILL  ON 
MY  FIRST  BLADE!" 

NO  wonder  KRISS-KROSS  marks  such  a  radical  in- 
crease in  shaving  comfort  and  economy!  For  now 
at  last  it  has  captured  a  secret  that  has  baffled  inven- 
tors for  years.  Reproduces  barber's  flip-flop  diagonal 
stroke  with  more  than  human  accuracy.  Gives  any 
safety  razor  blade  the  keenest  cutting  edge  its  steel 
can  take  I  And  in  11  seconds  you  are  ready  for  the 
slickest  shave  of  your  entire  careerl 

SPECIAL  ADVERTISING  OFFER 

Right  now — to  advertise  KRISS-KROSS — we  are 
making  an  exceptional  offer  of  a  surprising  new  kind  of 
razor  FREE  to  every  new  booster  for  KRISS-KROSS! 
This   "mystery   razor"   is   absolutely    unique    (really 

three  razors  in  one)  and  cannot  be  bought  in  stores. 

Find  out  about  it  to-day.     Send  the  coupon  above  for  details  of  free  offer 
and  illustrated  explanation  of  KRISS-KROSS.    No  obligation.    Mail  it  now! 

CANADIAN  KRISS-KROSS  COMPANY 
39  Wellington  St.  E.  Toronto  2,  Ont. 


SHARPENS  ANY  MAKE  OF 
RAZOR  BLADE 

KRISS-KROSS  works  on  practic- 
ally any  safety  razor  blade,  single 
or  double  edge  (except  Durham) 
and  puts  new  life  into  them  a 
surprising  way. 


AGENTS!     $30 

KRISS-KROSS  pays  as  high  as 
$30  a  day  and  more  to  men  who 
are  willing  to  act  as  our  represent- 
atives in  their  home  localities. 
Spare-time  workers  often  earn  $6- 
$12  extra  an  evenine. 


DAY    AND     UP 

Generous  bonus  and  commissions 
— requires  no  capital  to  start — and 
is  paying  others  as  high  as  $5,000- 
$7,500  a  year!  Investigate  now! 
Check  bottom  line  of  coupon  above 
for  details.     Mail  it  to-day! 


that  it  can't),  equip  yourself  with 
a  husband,  or  wife  who  enjoys 
being  hit  with  a  rake. 

FRANK  SULLIVAN 
IN  THE  NEW  YORK   WORLD. 

♦  ♦  ♦ 

Salesgirl  Wanted 

Customer — Have  you  "The  Man 
Who  Married  a  Dumb  Wife?" 

Salesgirl — The    boss    is    on    the 
fourth  floor. 

— Michigan  Gargoyle. 
*        *        * 

"Why    did    you    give    up    pipe 
organ  lessons?" 

"I     felt    so     blooming     childish, 
playing  with  my  feet." 

— Stanford  Chaparral. 


BUNIONS  STXS 

Clip  This  and  Prove  It  FREE! 

The  pedodyne  solvent  treatment  is  a  boon  to  those  whose 
bunion  joints  cause  constant  foot  trouble  and  an  ugly  bulge 
to  the  shoes.  Pain  stops  almost  instantly;  actual  reduc- 
tion of  enlarged  parts  begins  within  a  few  days.  Your 
next  pair  of  shoes  can  be  a  size  smaller  —  often  two  siz.i 
•mailer.  Proveitfree.  Sendcoupon  today  and  the  fitll  treat- 
ment guaranteed  to  bring  complete  results  may  be  youra  to  try. 
r-—  SIGN  AND  MAIL  THIS  COUPON—-* 
KAYLARORATORIES,  Dept.  Front  St.  W„  Toronto   J 

il'leaa©  arrange  for  mo  to  try  /our  pododyne  proc**;  which  la    I 
guaranteed   to  diaaolvo  bunion  formation  ana  roatore   aaao  to    ■ 
■   afiVctad  jolnta. 

J  Name ■ 

I  Address. J 

Thlo  la  not  an  ordtr,  ship  nothing  O.  O.  D.  I 


36 


Goblin 


Goblin 

One  Editor's  Lament 

Getting  out  a  magazine  is  no  picnic. 

If  we  print  jokes,  readers  say  we  are  silly. 

If  we  don't,  they  complain  we  are  too  serious. 

If  we  write  all  our  own  stuff  they  say  we  lack 
variety. 

If  we  clip  from  other  papers,  we  are  too  lazy  to 
write. 

If  we  stick  to  the  desk,  we  ought  to  be  out  digging 
up  news. 

If  we  are  out  digging  up  news,  we  are  letting  things 
go  hang  in  our  office. 

If  we  don't  print  contributions,  we  aren't  showing 
proper  appreciation. 

If  we  do  print  them,  the  paper  is  filled  with  junk. 

Like  as  not,  some  one  will  say  we  swiped  this  from 
another  magazine. 

We  did.  —  The  Bulletin. 

"May  I  kiss  you?" 
"Heavens,  another  amateur!" 

—  Georgia  Tech  Yellow  Jacket. 

*        *        * 

The  Achievement  of  the  Century 

PWO  men,  wornout  and  haggard  from  weary  weeks 
of  exhausting  travel,  hacked  their  way  through 
the  dense  jungle.  Tangled,  gnarled  vines  tore  at 
their  tattered  clothing,  which  still  bore  traces  of  slimy 
mud  from  treacherous  quagmires;  poisonous  reptiles 
lurked  beneath  every  step  of  their  torn  and  bleeding 
feet;  and  hunger  and  thirst — those  deadly  and 
unseen  enemies — made  every  effort,  every  step,  every 
breath  a  tortuous,  agonizing  ordeal.  Both  men  were 
thin  and  pallid — the  result  of  the  terrible  fever  con- 
tracted in  the  malaria  swamps;  and  their  matted 
beards  and  staring  eyes  testified  to  their  horrible 
experiences  and  sufferings. 

And  yet,  some  force,  some  power,  some  inde- 
fatigable inner  urge  kept  the  men  going;  kept  them 
struggling  onward,  ever  onward.  Armed  with  axes, 
they  cut  their  way  slowly  through  the  twisted  under- 
growth that  seemed  to  clutch  them — seemed  ever 
ready  to  strangle  them  to  death. 

Then  suddenly  they  burst  through  the  heavy 
underbrush  and  beheld  a  clearing,  around  the  edge 
of  which  stood  a  circle  of  grass-covered  huts. 

"At  last!"  sobbed  the  first  man.  "Sam — look! 
Human  beings!" 

"Yes,  Joe,"  said  Sam  brokenly.     "I  see  them." 

A  group  of  curious  natives,  led  by  their  chief, 
came  running  from  the  huts  and  approached  the 
tottering  men.  Sam,  his  nerves  taut  from  weeks  of 
privation  and  strain,  questioned  the  chief.  Had  they 
ever  seen  white  men  before?  Of  course  they  had, 
since  the  chief  spoke  English.  Sam  shook  his  head, 
trying  desperately  to  disperse  the  fog  that  clutched 
at  his  reeling  senses.  Had  the  chief  ever  seen  a  white 
man  before?  No!  Had  he  or  any  of  his  subjects 
ever  heard  a  phonograph  or  a  radio?  No,  they  never 
had.     Victory! 

"Joe,"  said  Sam,  in  a  husky  voice,  "Joe,  old  pard, 
our  search  is  ended.  They've  never  heard  it!  Joe, 
let's  do  parts  one  and  two  of  Two  Black  Crows!" 

— Gargoyle. 
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ToTHEMANWHOISTIREDof    /~~\ 
READING  ADVERTISEMENTS    O 


(J  Here  is  an  attempt  to 
sell  you  something  without 
the  aid  of  high-powered 
words,  appealing  only  to 
your  own  good  sense. 


Q  Hatchway  is  the  name 
of  a  revolutionary  under- 
garment for  men. 


(J  It  is  a  sensible  one-piece 
garment  that  slips  off  or 
on  in  an  instant. 


(J  |Hatchway  keeps  itself  in 
place  all  day  long  without 
the  aid  of  a  single  button. 


(J  It  is  made  in  a  variety 
of  summer  cloths  all  cool 
and  comfortable. 


Q  Over  1,000,000  Can- 
adians already  wear  it — 
almost  every  men's  store 
in  Canada  sells  it.  Why 
not  try  it  yourself  this 
summer? 


_^      Woods  Underwear  Company,        — N 

fT7|  LIMITED  f  _J 

\^J  70  Crawford  St.,      Toronto     (5>     \^S 
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Be  sure  and  bring  Blends 

that  new  cigarette 
in  the  yellow  package 

lllillllllllliiliil 


20/or25< 


British  Consols 

BLENDS 


Famous 
Beauties 

and  Society 
Leaders  the 
World  over 
secure  that 
bewitching1, 
attra  c  t  i  ve 
touch  to  their 
complexion 
thru 

GOURAUD'S 

OP'ENTAL 
CREANT 

Made  in  White  -  Flesh  -  Rachel 
In  use  over  85  years 
Send  10c.  for  Trial  Size  33 

Ferd.  T.  Hopkins  &.  Son,      o-vtre?) 


IrolleySickness 

— faintness,  stomach  disturbances 
and  dizziness  caused  by  Sea,  Train, 
Auto,  Air  or  Car  Travel.  Mother- 
sill's  will  promptly  end  all  forms 
of   Travel   Sickness.  3J 

75C.  &  $1.50  at  Drug  Stores  or  dired 
The   Mothersill   Remedy  Co.,   Ltd. 
New  York       ^.j.  Montreal 

^^T.li»i-T>V.  London 


Jokes  With  Whiskers 

Six-year-old:      'What  make  you 
think    there's    a    Santa    Claus?" 

Five-year'-old:    'Because    I    saw 
him." 

"Aw,  that  was  Trader  Horn!" 

— Judge. 


some    ginger    ale 


"Let's    have 

"Pale?" 

"No,  just  a  glass  will  do." 

— Drexel  Drexerd. 

*        *        * 

Hope  Springs  Eternal 

Co-ed:  "Stop  that  man,  he 
wanted  to  kiss  me." 

Officer:  "That's  all  right,  miss, 
there'll  be  another  along  in  a 
minute." 

— Georgia   Tech   Yellow  Jacket. 


M 


anager- 


'Get 


up,    you    sap 


All  that  guy  needs  is  one  sock  on 
the  kisser." 

Prize  Fighter — "Never  mind, 
Oscar.  Tell  the  gentleman  I'm 
out." — Michigan  Gargoyle. 

*  *        * 

Club  Rates 

Preacher  (to  Mormon  Groom): 
"Do  you  take  these  women  to  be 
your  lawfully  wedded  wives?" 

Groom:  "I   do." 

Preacher:  "Do  you  take  this  man 
to  be  your  lawfully  wedded  hus- 
band?" 

Brides:  "We  do." 

Preacher:  "Some  of  you  girls 
there  in  the  back  will  have  to 
speak  louder  if  you  want  to  be 
included  in  this. 

— Judge. 

*  *        * 

Naughty!  Naughty! 

"Cyril  is  getting  to  be  quite  a 
little  ruffian.  I  caught  him  shoot- 
ing at  Lindbergh  with  his  pop-gun 

to-day."  — Harvard  Lampoon. 

*  *        * 

Astronomy 

Astronomy  Professor:  "Can  you 
name  me  a  star  with  a  tail?" 

Ardent  Student:  "Sure.  Rin- 
tin-tin." 

— Ohio  Green  Goat. 

*  *        * 

Inevitable 

As  soon  as  day  begins  to  dawn 

The  meadow-lark  starts  singing. 
As  soon  as  evening  comes,  a  star 
The    angels'    lamp  —  starts 
swinging. 
As  soon  as  I  am  in  the  tub 
The  telephone  starts  ringing! 

— California  Pelican. 


you  find  it  difficult  to  keep 
your  hair  in  place  without  smear- 
ing it  down  with  greasy  com- 
pounds, try  Vinolia  Fixative  Hair 
Cream.    This  greaseless  prep- 
aration is  pleasant  to  use  and 
is  guaranteed  to  discipline  the 
hair  and  keep  it  smart  and  trim 
the  whole  day  through.    At  all 
drug  counters,  50  cents  a  bottle. 
Send  us   your    name    and 
address,  and  we  will  send 
you  a  FREE  sample  bottle. 

VINOLIA  COMPANY,  LIMITED 
Eastern  Avenue,  Toronto  8 


MNOLk 

FIXATIVE 
HAIR  CREAM 


Home-Sta 


Courses: 


c 


thatLeadto 
messCareersr 


Do  you  want  an  important,  high-salaried  position? 
You  can  have  one  if  you  can  do  the  work.  LaSalle 
experts  will  show  you  how,  guide  you  step  by  step 
to  success  and  help  solve  your  personal  business 
problems  thru  the  time-saving  LaSalle  Problem  Method. 
Our  salary-increasing  plan  enables  you  to  prepare  .luring 
your  spare  hours,  without  interference  with  your  present 
duties.  Simply  mark  on  the  coupon  the  field  in  which  you 
desire  success,  and  we  will  mail  you  a  valuable  book  de- 
scribing the  opportunities  in  that  field,  together  with  an 
outline  of  our  salary-increasing  plan.  Also  copy  of  "Ten 
Years' Promotion  in  One."  There  is  no  cost  or  obligation. 
Find  out  how  the  salary-increasing  plan  starts  average 
men  and  women  on  the  high  road  to  success  and  financial 
independence.    Check  and  mail  the  coupon  NOW. 

"~  ~~"  ~Find  Yourself  Through  LaSalle!—  ~~~  ~" 
LASALLE   EXTENSION    UNIVERSITY 

The  World's  Largest  Business  Training  Institution 
Dept.7488-R  Chicago 

Tell  me  about  your  salary-increasinti 
plan  as  applied  to  my  advancement  in  the 
business  field  checked  below. 
DBusiness  Management 
i     Mullein  Salesmanship 

Higher  Accountancy 
I  Trallu  Management 
[Railway  Station 

Management  DExpert  Bookkeeping 

DLaw- Degree  of  LL.B.         DBusiness  English 
(Commercial  Law  Commercial  Spanish 

Dlndustrial  Management      ^Effective  Speaking 
GBankingand  Finance  DC.  P.  A.  Coaching 

[.Modern  Business  Corre-    QStenotypy—  Stenography 
spondence  DTelegraphy 

□  Modern  Foremanship  QCredit  and  Collection 

□  Personnel  Management  Correspondence 

Name 


Present  Position. 
Adcrese .. 
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The  Choice  of 

Successful 

Men 

A  HE  register  of 
the  Belmont  reads  like  a 
Who's  Who  of  big  business. 
The  reason  is  simple.  The 
Belmont's  central  location 
brings  the  business  man 
within  easy  reach  of  the 
upper  and  lower  business 
districts  of  New  York. 
There  are  two  subways  at 
the  door  and  the  Grand 
Central  Terminal  is  just 
across  the  street. 

Added  to  this  the  Belmont 
is  within  a  short  walking 
distance  to  the  shopping 
and  theatre  districts. 

After  a  strenuous  day,  the 
business  man  comes  back 
to  the  hotel  where  he  finds 
that  delightful  air  of  hos- 
pitality and  personal  ser- 
vice that  has  made  the 
Belmont  justly  famous. 


JOHN  McENTEE  BOWMAN 
President 

ROY  S    HUBBELL 

Manager 


The  Belmont 

Park  Avenue  and  42nd  Street 
New  York  City 

A  Bowman  Biltmore  Hotel 
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"When  did  you  get  your  driving 


"/  hope  to  get  it  next  month!" 

—Pclc  Mele,  Paris 

*  *        * 

Next  to  His  Heart 

Cannibal  I — Why  weepest  thou? 

Cannibal  II — My  wife,  my  wife, 
the  pride  of  my  heart! 

Cannibal  I — Forsooth,  what  of 
it? 

Cannibal  II — Last  night,  pangs 
of  hunger  forced  me  to  swallow  my 
pride. 

— Detroit  Jabberwock- 

*  *        * 

It  is  suggested  that  all  the  editors 
of  humorous  publications  send 
Mayor  Thompson  a  letter  of 
thanks. 

— Gargoyle. 

Fifty-Fifty 

Beggar — Please  give  a  poor  old 
blind  man  a  dime. 

Moron — But  you're  only  blind 
in  one  eye. 

Well  then  give  me  a  nickel. 

— Lafayette  Lyre. 

*  *        * 

Father — Your  new  little  brother 
has  just  arrived. 

Very  Modern  Child— Where'd 
he  come  from? 

Father  —  From  a  far-away 
country. 

V.  M.  C. — Another  alien. 

— Barnacle. 

*  *        * 

Nice 

Visitor — What  do  you  mix  your 
colors  with? 

Artist  (irritated) — With  brains, 
sir. 

Visitor — Oh,  you  paint  minia- 
tures. 

— Reserve  Red  Cat. 


Dive  into  a  bag  of  Planters 
peanuts — 

You'll  "come  up  smiling". 

In    the    sanitary    package 
everywhere     P^  c. 

PUNTERS 

SALTED  PEANUTS 


Always  have  the  magic 
^  WRIGLEY  package  In 
^  your  pocket. 

Soothes  nerves,  allays 
thirst,  aids 
digestion. 
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This  is  a  vision  of  the  Chief  of  Police 
of  Northville.  Always  on  the  side  of 
law  and  justice  he  tolerates  no  viola- 
tions.    Northville  merely  tolerates  him. 


Start  every  morning  of  your 
vacation    right     by    reading 

"THENEBBS."  If  you've 

followed  Rudy  Nebb's  adven- 
tures thus  far  you'll  certainly 
feel  that  "something 'slacking' 
unless  you  take  him  with  you 
on  your  vacation. 

You  will  laugh  at  the  antics  of 
Northville 's  hick  Chief  of  Pol- 
ice; Emma,  the  chef;  Max,  the 
porter;  the  rich  Ambrose  Potts. 


"The  Nebbs" 
"Smitty" 
"Ben  Webster" 

Take  them  all  with  you 
on  your  vacation 


APPEARING  EVERY  MORNING  IN 


Canada's  National  Newspaper 


SOL  HESS 

Originator  of  "The  Nebbs"  comic  strip 

appearing  daily  in  The  Globe. 
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Noah  and  Angling 

A  well-known  Inspector  of  Schools  was  examining 
an  elementary  school  in  the  north  of  Scotland.  The 
lesson  was  on  the  Ark,  and  endeavouring  to  take 
the  pupils  out  of  the  merely  memory  aspect  into  the 
region  of  general  intelligence  he  said  to  the  class: 

"Now,  boys,  from  all  that  we  can  learn  of  Noah 
he  was  an  extremely  active  man,  and  must  have 
found  it  irksome  to  be  confined  so  long  during  the 
flood.     How  do  you  think  he  occupied  his  time?" 

A  boy  cracked  his  fingers  and  brightly  volunteered: 

"He'd  be  fushing,  sir." 

"A  very  good  answer,"  said  the  inspector.  "Yes, 
I  shouldn't  wonder  if  Noah  did  some  angling." 

"He  wouldna  catch  mony  fush,"  interjected 
another  youth. 

"Now  why  do  you  think  so?"  asked  the  inspector, 
much  pleased  with  the  interest  he  had  awakened. 

"He  would  hae  only  twa  wurrms!"  was  the 
unexpected  but  decisive  reply. 

*  *       * 

First  K.A.:  "I  heard  some  one  say  that  Bill  was 
dumb." 

Second  Jelly:    "How's  that?" 

First  K.A.:  "Thinks  a  radio  fan  is  an  instrument 
to  prevent  the  set  from  becoming  overheated." 

— Aggrecater. 

*  *       * 

A  Neighbor's  Joy 

In  a  quiet  street,  in  a  suburban  house,  on  a  card 
displayed  in  a  front  window,  appearedjthejfollowing 
inscription:    "A  piano  for  sale." 

In  the  window  next  door  another  card  appeared 
with  but  one  word,  "Hurrah!" 

*  *        * 

Voice  on  wire:   "Is  this  the  lady  that  washes?" 
Park  Avenue:   "Most  certainly  not." 
V.O.W.:    "Why,  lyou  dirty  thing!" 

-Mini 

*  *        * 

A  dear  old  Methodist,  obliged  to  remain  in  a 
certain  town  over  Sunday,  started  out  to  attend 
service  in  one  of  the  churches  of  his  own  faith;  but 
losing  his  way,  and  seeing  an  open  church  door  just 
across  the  street,  he  entered,  not  knowing  to  what 
creed  the  congregation  held.  As  the  service  pro- 
gressed his  religious  emotions  waxed  warmer  and 
warmer,  until  finally  he  gave  vent  to  them  by  shouting 
out  "Praise  God!"  Immediately  one  of  the  ushers 
tapped  him  on  the  shoulder  and  said,  "You  can't  do 
that  in  this  church,  sir." 

— Exchange. 

*  *        * 

Drag  (to  local  dry-goods  counter  sheik):  "I'd  like 
a  pair  of  garters,  please." 

Clerk:  "Yes,  Miss;  something  like  those  you 
have  on?" 

—Log. 

*  *        * 

Ah  manages  a  laundry." 
What's  the  name  of  your  laundry?" 
"Liza." 

— Red  Cat. 


brld  GfoiDs 


Ye 


o  Linger 


JlHE  musty,  unused  parlor  .  .  .  the 
funeral  wreath  ornaments  .  .  .  the 
gloomy  crayon  portraits  .  .  .  the  locked 
pianoforte  .   .   . 

Gone — and  not  a  wet  eye  to  mourn 
them! 

Gone  forever  .  .  .  and  with  them, 
hollow  chests  .  .  .  fainting  ladies  .  .  . 
and  age! 

The  world  grows  younger  and  hap- 
pier every  day.  Life  now  is  a  pleasant 
room  .  .  .  made  really  to  be  lived  in. 
Youth,  and  those  who  love  youth,  re- 
volve in  a  whirl  of  parties  and  athletics 
— cyclonic,  devil-may-care,  but  oh, 
how  level-headed  and  healthy! 

You  find  yourself  in  the  midst  of 
this  joyous,  dynamic  life  when  you 
read  College  Humor.  Every  page  spar- 
kles with  the  color  and  variety  of  the 
quadrangle  and  the  stadium — and  of 
youth  outside  the  campus,  too. 

Fiction,  humor,  satire,  by  such  noted 
authors  as  Wallace  Irwin,  Donald  Og- 
den  Stewart,  Cyril  Hume,  Katharine 
Brush,  O.  O.  Mclntyre,  Royal  Brown, 
George  Jean  Nathan,  Lueian  Cary, 
Percy  Marks,  Arnold  Bennett,  Ben 
Hecht  and  Alec  Waugh. 

Illustrations  by  artists  who  have 
caught  the  tempo  of  youth  today. 

And  (most  important!)  the  best  of 
the  keen,  flippant  comments  on  them- 
selves by  campus 
writers  and  artists. 


cAt  cAll  eI^ews-startds,  the  First  of  €very  ZMonth 
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Goblin 


Rich,  shimmering, 
Imported  FUGI  SILK 


as  illustrated 


$4.95 


IN  FUGI  SILK— CHOOSE 

A.  Turquoise  tunic,  coral  shorts 

B.  Jade  tunic,  gold  shorts 

C.  Pink  tunic,  blue  shorts 

D.  Lilac  tunic,  green  shorts 
EL.  Peach  tunic,  black  shoits 


BY  MAIL  ONLY 

CLUMBER  Shorts  are  not  as  yet  sold  in 
stores.  They  are  obtainable  only  direct  from 
the  Johnson  Studios,  the  exclusive  creators. 
Slumber  Shorts  are  making  this  month  thei  first 
appearance  on  this  continent.  Priced  amazingly 
low  for  quick  introduction.  Can  you  resist 
their  charm  and  economy? 


ytlimber 


ARE  SIMPLY 
DEVASTATING! 


SLUMBER  Shorts  are  the  smartest 
sleeping  outfit  you  ever  dreamed 
of  wearing.  They  are  dedicated  to 
YOU  who  have  had  an  antipathy  to 
all  pyjamas  and  to  YOU  who  are  now 
wearing  the  OLD-FASH  IONED,  long- 
trousered  suits. 

A  sleeveless  tunic  and  contrasting 
colored  panties  are  bound  and  appli- 
qued  in  harmonizing  colors.  The 
shorts  have  the  clever  flare,  new  yoke- 
front  and  elastic  back.  Picture  your- 
self in  a  turquoise  blue  tunic, 
appliqued  in  coral,  lilac  and  yellow 
and  bound  in  coral — and  jaunty 
coral  shorts,  bound  with  turquoise. 
Delight! 

These  clever  little  panties  are  cut  to 
perfection  for  day-time  step-ins — if 
occasion  should  arise.  And  the  tunics 
would  serve  admirably  as  decorative 
sport  blouses.  But  these  are  just 
added  attractions. 

Make  sure  your  travelling  case 
sports  Slumber  Shorts  when  you 
hop  that  vacation  special.  And 
don't  forget  they  are  the  essence 
of  coolness,  comfort  and  sophisti- 
cation at  home  as  well. 


Men 


Someone  you  know, 

«*-*-*.  w*»         would  appreciate  a 
gift  of  Slumber  Shorts     NOW! 


Languorous  Loveliness 

f~\F  charming  distinction  are  the  Slumber 
^^  Shorts  of  heavy  lustrous  crepe  de  chine, 
designed  with  a  tunic  and  shorts  of  one 
color.  The  deep  V  neck,  armholes  and 
panties  are  trimmed  with  exquisite  lace. 
Languorous,  lovely  in  a  smart  color  range  — 
pink,  peach,  lilac,  blue,  green,  yellow, 
white  and  black.  t^t* 


Specialty 
priced. 


k95 


MAIL  THIS  C.  O.   D.  COUPON  TO-DAY 


-SEND  NO   MONEY 


JOHNSON  STUDIOS,  8  University  Ave..  Toronto.  Ont. 

Upon  delivery  of  order  I  agree  to  pay    the   postman   the  full  amount  of  purchase  price, 
plus  5c  P.  0.  collection  charges. 

Name  and  address  below 


(State  Fugi  Silk      or      Cr.pe  De  Chine) 


Size  (small,  medium,  large)         How  many  ? 
Color  combination,   Fugi     color  crepe  de  chine 


(G.  1) 


"/  am  very  nervous.  I  want  a 
companion  who  will  not  answer  me 
back." 

"I  have  just  what  you  want — a 
former  telephone  operator." 

— Ruy  Bias,  Paris. 


Spring  Nights 

RIGHTS  like  these 

It    is    as    if    Youth    held    the 

city's  keys; 
Youth    laughs    along    the    streets, 

gleams 
From  the  dark; 
Youth  dreams, 
Cheek  pressed  to  shoulder  in  the 

shadowed  park; 
Youth  owns  the  stars,  the  sky,  the 

very  air.  .   .  . 
In  truth 
It  seems 

That  there  is  nothing  anywhere 
To-night  but  Youth. 

To-morrow  the  old  Apple-man  will 
creep 

Back  to  his  corner,  sit  there, 
drowsy-warm, 

And  all  the  streets  about  the 
Square  will  swarm 

With  pompous  persons  middle- 
aged  and  fat — 

As  if  the  world  belonged  to  them 
by  rights! 

Where  are  they  now?  Perhaps 
they  think  that  nights 

Were  made  for  sleep — 

Spring  nights, 

Just  fancy  that! 

KATHARINE  D.  MORSE. 

*       *       * 

"My  girl  got  sore  the  other  day 

and  walked  home." 

"Gosh,  did  you  insult  her?" 
"No,  but  we  were  out  horseback 

riding." 

— Black]  and  Blue  Jay. 
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Wedding  Gifts 

.  .  .  Beautiful  and  Useful  .  .  . 


TF  you  would  bring  joy  to  the  heart 
A  of  a  bride  give  her  one  of  the  many 
Hotpoint  Electrical  Servants  for  the 
Home.  Your  choice  will  indicate 
genuine  thoughtfulness  for  no  other 
gifts  so  adequately  combine  beauty 
and  usefulness. 

Each  Hotpoint  Appliance  is  gracefully 


designed  and  finished  in  gleaming 
nickel.  Quality  built,  it  will  give 
years  of  service  and  always  be  a 
reminder  of  your  good  wishes. 

Visit  any  good  electrical  dealer  and 
you  will  find  a  wide  variety  of  inex- 
pensive Hotpoint  Appliances  to  solve 
your  gift  problems. 


CANADIAN 


WD-1127 


GENERAL  ELECTRIC  £a 

^EAD    OFFICE     TORONTO,     SALES   OFFICES    IN    ALL    PRINCIPAL    CITIES^, 
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All  are  Equipped 
oA  gilvertowns 


3      *      -  "i"^ 
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Goodrich 
gilvertown  Tires 


On  the  boulevard  or  the  hazardous 
grinding  by-way  trail,  in  limousine 
or  lorry,  Silvertowns  give  that  full 
measure  of  service  which  results 
from  the  Goodrich  57  years  of 
making  things  out  of  rubber — 


Canadian  Goodrich  Co.  Ltd.,  Kitchener,  Ont. 


